THE TEXAS MapMan's Hop COMPENDIUM 


oF 


HE HOBO'S 


‘S0 | ORGGINALLY ADDED HOBOING PICTURES TO ONE OF MY BOOKLETS AND I DON'T 
WANT THE NATIONAL HoBO CONVENTION TO BE LEFT OUT OF MY HoBO HISTORY 
COLLECTION, THEREFORE LET ME ADD WHAT LITTLE | HAVE ON HAND, MANY OF THESE 
Hogo CONVENTION PICTURES WILL BE IN BLACK & WHITE, OTHERS WILL BE IN 
CoLoR, AND YES, | WiLL ADD TITLES, QUOTES, AND/OR COMMENTS, WOULD YOU 
EXPECT ANYTHING LESS FROM ME? 


pespmana m04r- av op sae 
Fam ast 


Tue Hono CONVENTION HAS A LOT OF COLORFUL CHARACTERS ASSEMALED FOR AN 
ANNUAL FOLK STYLE EVENT THAT IS PUBLICIZED WORLDWIDE, EVEN THOUGH 
UNKNOWN BY MOST AMERICANS THIS EVENT, AND IT'S ATTENDEES, HAVE BEEN 
FEATURED ON RADIO BROADCASTS IN THE UNTED STATES AND ENGLAND, ON 
NATIONAL PUBLIC RADIO IN THE U.S, AND ON B.B.C. Rupio-4 IN LONDON, IT HAS 
‘BEEN FEATURED ON MANY LOCAL F/M, AND AM, RADIO STATIONS, AS WELL AS C.B.S, 
N.B.C, A.B.G, C.N.N, AND FOX NEWS. AND YET VERY LITTLE PEOPLE KNOW 
ANYTHING ABOUT THE CONVENTION OR HoBO'S WHEN ASKED, PEOPLE WON'T 
REMEMBER A DAMN THING UNLESS THEY ARE ASSAULTED BY A BARRAGE IN REPORTS. 
‘So THIS IS MY BARRAGE IN AN ATTEMPT To GIVE A POINT OF VIEW THAT 18 "THE 
(OTHER SIDE OF THE GOIN" AS OPPOSED TO WHAT iS REPORTED BY THE POLICE 
(ET-AL-THE FUZZ, HARNESS BULLS, GUMSHOES, COPS, WHATEVER TERM OR NAME 
‘YOU WISH TO USE), ANO/OR THE F.B.I. CONTRARY TO WHAT J. EDGAR HOOVER TRIED 
“70.00, OUR GREAT PROTECTORS ARE NOT THE FINAL AUTHORITY ON THIS SUBJECT, 
SO THIS PICTURE SECTION WILL BE THE RST PART OF Mv HoB0 CoMPENDIUM, THUS 
“THIS IS MY SHORT INDEX | AM INCLUDING. THE PREVIOUS PICTURES WERE MEANT To 
GRAB YOUR ATTENTION, IF YOU'RE CURIOUS, READ ON: 


Pagts: 
1.-HoBo CONVENTION PICTURES: 

2-THE History OF THE Texas MADMAN 
3ANOTHER Hopo Book 


‘AnD | PURPOSELY WAITED UNTIL NOW TO INCLUDE AN INDEX TO SEE IF YOU WOULD 
KEEP LOOKING AND GET THIS FAR, IM SNEAKY! 


We HAVE ouR own TOMB OF THE 
UNKNOWN, IT'S NOT EXCLUSIVELY IN 
WASHINGTON D.C. 


[AND AFTER THE DAV OF REMEMBERANCE WE TAKE THE AFTERNOON OFF AND GET 
READY FOR THE NEW KitiG & QUEEN ELECTION! GOT NO IDEA WHO THAT WILL BE, IT 
HAS TO BE SOMEONE THAT BEST REPRESENTS THE HoBO NATION TO THE WoRLD, 
‘AND YET BE SOMEONE THAT ALL THE Hoao's Resrect! 


MEMORIAL 


10, 1990 


eh the lab 
Gres} D. 
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AT THE END OF THIS PART OF THIS BOOK THERE Is A GLossary OF Hobo TERMS: 
THAT COVERS BOTH PARTS 1 & 2, MANY OF THE WORDS AND PHRASES ARE NOT A 
NORMAL PART OF THE AMERICAN LEXICON (LANGUAGE), THEIR MEANING AND Mr 
EXPLANATION'S MAY AMUSE YOU. HOPEFULLY YOU'LL NOT ABUSE THIS HOBO 
LANGUAGE BECAUSE ITIS A REPRESENTATION OF THE CULTURE THAT | GREW UP IN, 
1's IMPORTANT TO ME THAT YOU CAN BE EDUCATED ABOUT MY PEOPLE BECAUSE 
THEY WON'T GO AWAY, THEY'VE BEEN IN AMERICA SINCE THE END OF THE 
AMeRICAN CiviL War. AND ARE A PART OF THE PEOPLE WHO CREATED THE 
AMERICAN CULTURE, THIS FOREWORD TAKES THE PLACE OF THE INDEX WHICH 
WOULD OTHERWISE BE EXTREMELY SHORT! LITTLE SNIPPETS OF MY LIFE AND 
‘TRAVELS WILL BE IN THIS WRITTEN WORK, JUST DON'T EXPECT AN ADVENTURE 
NOVEL, I'M No Ernest HEMINGWAY oR JACK LONDON. IT's IMPORTANT TO ME 
‘THAT A PERSONS PERSONAL STORY BE RECORDED FOR PEOPLE TO READ BECAUSE 
ALL PEOPLE LIVE HISTORY EVERY DAY OF THEIR LIVES. WHAT HISTORY THEY LIVE 
[ADDS To THE AMERICAN CULTURE AND HELPS OUR WAY OF LIFE EVOLVE, SOME 


MAKE MAJOR IMPACTS ALTHOUGH THOSE FOLKS NEVER REALIZE (T. AND IT'S STILL 
IMPORTANT TO RECORD THIS, I'M NOT LOOKING FOR FAME OR GLORY, MY DESIRE IS 
TO RECORD THE CULTURAL HISTORY I'VE WITNESSED, AND THOUGH | RELATE MY 
LIFE, | AM LOOKING To EDUCATE You ASOUT THE WONDERFUL CULTURE OF THE 
Hogo FAMILY THAT | WAS BORN INTO, HOPEFULLY THIS TELLING WILL OFFER AN 
EDUCATION INTO THIS LIFE, AND GIVE YOU A BETTER UNDERSTANDING OF MY 
FAMILY, AND LESS DEPENDENCE UPON LIES, INNUENDO, AND PREJUDICE, 


‘Time Ano My Gop Wi. BE My Jupce! 


To TELL YOU ABOUT ME I HAVE TO TELL YOU ABOUT MY MOTHER, MOM WAS BORN 
IN 1918 TO A LADY WHO WOULD EVENTUALLY END UP TAKING CARE OF 21 
CHILDREN, MOST OF THEM ORPHANS. IN 1931 MY MOTHER WAS CALLED IN FRONT 
OF HER MOTHER ALONG WITH 10 OTHER OLDER CHILDREN AND TOLD" YOU MUST 
GO FEND FOR YOURSELF, | CANNOT AFFORD TO FEED YOU ANYMORE.” TODAY THIS 
MIGHT BE CONSIDERED CHILD ABUSE AND AEANDONMENT, BUT DURING THOSE DAYS 
EARLY IN THE 20TH CENTURY IT VAS A FACT OF LIFE, AN ECONOMIC REFLEX TO 
‘MOST SOCIAL ISSUES. SO LIKE A CHILD OF THAT ERA MY MOTHER LEFT HOME AND 
STARTED HITCHHIKING INTO TEMPLE TEXAS WHERE SHE GOT A JOB AS A 
WAITRESS. EVENTUALLY SHE STARTED RIDING FREIGHT TRAINS AND RODE OUT TO 
Fr. WoaTH WHERE SHE LEARNED THE JOB OF NURSING, AND CONTINUED TO RIDE 
FREIGHT TRAINS, RANGING OUT OF TEXAS INTO OKLAHOMA AND FURTHER NORTH 
INTO OTHER STATES. AFTER SEVERAL YEARS OF RIDING FREIGHT TRAINS MY 
(MOTHER STARTED TRAVELING WITH THE MAN WHO WOULD EVENTUALLY BECOME 
MY BIOLOGICAL FATHER, AN IMMIGRANT FROM SCOTLAND. THEY TRAVELED 
FREIGHT TRAINS AND ENJOYED EACH OTHERS COMPANY, AFTER SEVERAL YEARS OF 
RIDING AND WORKING THEY WOULD FREQUENTLY FIND THEMSELVES WINTERING IN 
‘THE NORTH. MY NOTHER MISSED HER HOME STATE OF TEXAS, AND DURING THE 
LATE SUMMER OF 1958 MY MOTHER STARTED FEELING SOME PAINS IN HER 
ABDOMEN, AFTER SEEING A DOCTOR FOUND SHE WAS "KNockED Up" viTH ME. My 
MOTHER DIDN'T WANT TO SPEND ANOTHER WINTER IN THE COLD AND SNOWY 


NORTH OF INDIANAPOLIS INDIANA SO SHE AND MY FATHER JUMPED A PASSING 
PENNSYLVANIA RR. FREIGHT TRAIN INTENDING TO HEAD SOUTH FOR THE WINTER. 


Except THE TRAIN ONLY WENT 68 MILES WEST TO THE ToWN OF BRAZIL 
INDIANA, SO THE TWO OF THEM RENTED WHAT WAS CALLED A RAILROAD 
APARTMENT BECAUSE IT SITS NEXT TO AN ACTIVE RAILROAD MAINLINE, AND THEY 
GOT JOBS, MOTHER WORKING AS A WAITRESS IN THE BLUEDONNET CAFE, A 
RESTAURANT THAT 1S STILL THERE TODAY. MY FATHER GOT A DIESEL MECHANIC 
JOB AT A LOCAL TRUCK GARAGE, AND THEY LIVED IN BRAZIL FOR THE WINTER, ON 
JANUARY STH OF 1959 THEY HEARD LOUD KNOCKING AT THEIR DOOR AND FOUND 
IMMIGRATION AUTHORITIES WAITING TO TAKE MY FATHER BACK To SCOTLAND. MY 
FATHER WAS AN ILLEGAL ALIEN IN THE US FOR MANY YEARS, THESE AUTHORITIES 
HAULED MY FATHER FIRST TO INDIANAPOLIS, THEN To NEW YORK CITY, AND 
FINALLY TO EDINSURGH SCOTLAND, MY FATHER ENDED UP LIVING IN SCOTLAND 
FOR THE REST OF HIS LIFE, BEING BURIED IN HIS HOMETOWN OF DUNBLANE. 


‘Oni JANUARY 197H OF 1959, COLD AND RAINY, MY MOTHER SAID SHE WAS LAYING 
(ON HER BAGK IN THE DELIVERY ROOM OF THE CLAY COUNTY HOSPITAL ANO | CAME 
(OUT HEAD FIRST KICKING AND SCREAMING, AND SHE SAID THAT SHE KNEW EXACTLY 
wuar | was Savino. "IT'S TOO COLD OUT HERE, PUT ME BACK, PUT ME 
BACK", 50 2 spriNos LATER, IN 1961, MY MOTHER WENT TO THE BLUCBONNET 
CAFE, QUIT HER JOB, TOOK THE LAST OF HER PAY, HER TIPS, CLOSED OUT HER 
BANK ACCOUNT, CAME HOME AND PACKED UP CLOTHES, FOOD, ANO ME, AND 
HEADED DOWN TO THE LOCAL PENNSYLVANIA R.R. FREIGHT YARD WHERE WE 
WAITED FOR A WESTROUND TRAIN, 


We GOT ON ONE 3-4 HOURS LATER WHICH TOOK US TO VINCENNES AND 
‘TERREHAUTE INDIANA, EFFINGHAM AND BLOOMINGTON, AND FINALLY EAST ST. 
Louis ILLINOIS WHERE SHE GOT US OFF THE TRAIN AND GOT US ON A BUS FIRST TO 
ST. LOUIS, AND THEN TO ST. CHARLES. THERE SHE BOARDED US ON A SUCCESSION 


OF MissoUR! KANSAS TEXAS FREIGHT TRAINS WHICH TOOK US THROUGH 
COLUMBIA, JEFFERSON CITY, BOONEVILLE, AND SEDALIA Missouri, Fr. SCOTT, 
PaRSONS, AND OLATHE KANSAS. VINITA, MUSKOGEE, AND WAGONEER 
OKLAHOMA, DENISON, FT. WORTH, WACO, AND TEMPLE TEXAS, THERE SHE GOT 
US OFF THE M.K.T. AND TOOK US OVER TO THE GULF COLORADO & SANTA FE. TO 
RIDE THE “PUDDLE JUMPER” BACK TO HER HOMETOWN OF LAMPASSAS TEXAS, SHE 
MOVED US INTO A HOME BUILT OUT OF A “GANDY DANCER CAMP CAR THAT SAT 
50 FEET AWAV FROM THE MAINLINE OF THE G.C.& S.F. 


| GREW UP WITH HOBOES LIVING IN THE SCRUB WOODS BEHIND THE HOUSE, 
FRIENDS OF MY MOTHER THAT SHE KNEW FROM HER DAYS ON THE ROAD. QUA. 
HOUSE SAT ALONG THE BANKS OF A BRANCH OF THE LAMPASSAS RIVER WHICH WE 
DREW WATER FROM FOR OUR DAILY LIVES, IT CAME IN HANDY IN THE SUMMER IN. 
‘THIS PART OF TEXAS BEGAUSE THE TEMPERATURES COULD GET UP TO 115° IN THE 
‘SHANE. SO SWIMMING IN THE WATER COULD BE A RELIEF IN THE HEAT OF THE 
AFTERNOON, MANY TIMES | CAN REMEMBER RIDING MY BIKE HOME FROM SCHOOL 
IN BELTON 2 MILES AWAY. STOPPING To COLLECT TV AND RADIO TUBES IN TRASH 
PILES, AND TESTING THEM AT THE HAROWARE STORE IN BELTON, THEN TAKING 
‘THEM HOME SO WE COULD REPAIR RADIOS ANO TV'S THAT WE WOULD SELL IN 
Lampasas, oR TEMPLE. 


FRIENDS | HAD AT SCHOOL WOULD FOLLOW ME To MY HOUSE BECAUSE "THE Ho30 
Kio" HAD A STREAM THEY COULD SWIM IN, WE ALSO HAD AN OUTHOUSE WHICH 
WOULD CHANGE LOCATIONS IN OUR YARD, MOM HAD A DEAL WORKED OUT WITH 
“THE HOBOS LIVING IN THE WOODS OUT BACK. THEY COULD USE IT FOR THE 
PURPOSE IT WAS BUILT AND TO DUMP THEIR FOOD GARBAGE IN, WHEN IT GOT 
(CLOSE TO FULL THEY WOULD DIG A NEW "HONEY HOLE". THEN PICK UP THE 
OUTHOUSE AND MOVE IT OVER THE NEW “HONEY HOLE”, GO BACK AND FILL THE 
OLD HOLE, AND PLANT SOME TREES TO MARK THE LOCATION SO THAT IF YOU'RE 
WALKING IN THE DARK YOU DON'T STEP INTO SOMETHING THAT WILL HAVE YOU 


(CHEST DEEP IN A PIT THAT'S WET, GREASY, AND NASTY SMELLING. 


‘THE HOBOES USUALLY PLANTED APPLE TREES, BUT ALSO PLANTED PEACH AND. 
PLUM TREES WHICH GREW WITH UNFETTERED ABANDON, THE KIDS WHO WERE 
‘SWIMMING IN THE CREEK WOULD EAT THE FRUIT AND TELL ME “YOU'RE SO LUCKY, 
YOU HAVE ALL THIS SWEET FRUIT TO EAT’, AND | WOULD THINK "IF YOU ONLY KNEW 
WHAT WAS FERTILIZING THOSE TREES YOU WOULDN'T BE EATING THAT FRUIT!” 
LATE AT NIGHT I WOULD BE IN MY RED LISTENING FOR THE MIDNIGHT MAIL, & 
PISGYBACK TRAIN ON THE GULF COLORADO & SANTA FE THAT WOULD RUN 
THROUGH OUR TOWN EAST TO WEST EXACTLY AT 12:00 MIONIGHT. So EXACT WAS 
‘THIS TRAIN THAT YOU COULD SET YOUR WATCH BY IT, AND AT EXACTLY 12:00 
NOON IT WOULD RUN WEST TO EAST. IT WAS THIS EXPERIENCE IN MY LIFE THAT | 
LEARNED TO ENJOY SIMPLE THINGS, LIKE WATCHING A SUNSET, MANY OF THE 
‘SUNSETS ABOUND THE AREA WITH LINGERING BEAUTIFUL COLORS, OR SITTING 
QUIETLY WATCHING A HUMMINGBIRD FLYING FROM FLOWER TO FLOWER. 


COLLECTING TV AND RADIO TUBES BROUGHT ABOUT LEARNING A TRADE THAT 
WOULD COME IN HANDY FOR ME AFTER "HITTING THE ROAD" BECAUSE | COULD 
STOP OFF IN ANY TOWN AND FIND EMPLOYMENT. ALTHOUGH INNOVATIVE FOR ITS 
‘TIME VACUUM TUBES VIOULD GIVE WAY TO PRINTED CIRCUIT BOARDS AND | NEVER 
LEARNED TO REPAIR THEM MUCH TO MY DETRIMENT. I REMEMBER GOING TO THE 
TV AND SWITCHING IT ON TO HEAR A STEADY HUM AS THE AMPLIFIER AND ITS 
TUBES WARMED UP, WHEN THAT HUM SILENCED 3 DOTS APPEARED ON THE MAIN 
‘SCREEN FOR 3-4 SECONDS, THOSE SPLIT APART AND THE PICTURE APPEARED, OUT 
OF FOCUS AND ADJUSTMENT, SO A PERSON HAD TO TWIST THE VERTICAL AND 
HORIZONTAL HOLD. WHEN THAT ADJUSTMENT WAS ACCOMPLISHED THE 
BRIGHTNESS AND CONTRAST HAD TO BE ADJUSTED, AND FINALLY REACH TO THE 
BACK OF THE TV AND ADJUST THE FOCUS. AND WE ONLY HAD 3 STATIONS TO 
CHOOSE FROM, CBS, ABC, No NBC, QUITE A STEP BACK FROM CABLE OR DIRECT 
‘TV. PLUS WHEN YOU WANTED TO CHANGE CHANNELS YOU ACTUALLY HAD To GET 


UP AND TWIST THE CHANNEL KNO8. WHAT A LUXURY NOW HAVING DIGITAL TV 
AND A REMOTE, PLUS I NEVER SAW COLOR TV UNTIL WELL AFTER | HAD BEEN ON 
THE ROAD FOR A FEW YEARS. EVERYTHING | WATCHED AS A.KID WAS IN BLACK & 
WHITE AND THAT INCLUDES SEEING NEIL ARMSTRONG JUMP DOWN TO THE 
SURFACE OF THE MOON AND UTTER HIS FAMOUS WORDS! ONE GOOD THING ABOUT 
‘THESE OLD STYLE TV'S /S THAT INTHE WINTER YOU CAN HEAT UP A ROOM RAPIDLY, 
‘AND IT WOULD STAY WARM UNTIL THE TV COOLED DOWN! 


MY PERSONAL ENJOYNENT HAS BEEN JUST SITTING AND WATCHING FREIGHT 
TRAINS, WATCHING THE DIFFERENT CARS CHANGE OVER THE YEARS. DIFFERENT 
RAILROAD EMBLEMS, AND THE DIFFERENT HoBo MONKERS, SOME MAY SAY THAT 
ITM To GRAFFITI (WHICH MAY BE TRUE) QUT I'M ALSO WATCHING TO SEE THE 
CONTINUATION OF THEHOBO FANILY THAT | GREW UP IN. AND IVE ENJOYED 
MEETING THE DIFFERENT YOUNG HOBOES, AND LISTENING TO THER MANY 
‘TRAVELING TALES. IT WAS TALES LIKE THIS THAT I LISTENED TO AS A CHILD THAT 
‘THE OLD HOBOES WOULD TELL AS THEY SAT AROUND THE CAMPFIRE EITHER IN 
‘THEIR JUNGLE, OR OUT BACK OF OUR HOUSE. THE TALES THAT WERE TOLD INCISED 
‘ME TO JUMP TRAINS, AND AT AGE 13 | HIT THE ROAD, NOW LOOKING BACK NOW IN 
‘My 60's IT WOULD TAKE ME SEVERAL DAYS OR WEEKS TO TELL ALL THE STORIES OF 
WHAT IVE EXPERIENCED WHILE TRAVELING THROUGH THIS ROUGH BUT WONDERFUL 
ure, 


DURING MY CHILDHOOD I ALSO WORKED WITH A MAN IN TOWN NAMEO ROBERT 
TANNER, AN OLDER BLACK MAN (BACK THEN THEY REFERRED TO THEMSELVES AS 
BLAGK, NOT AFRICAN AMERICAN) WHO MADE HOMEMADE CHARCOAL, AND | 
HELPED HIM IN THE MAKING, WHICH COMPRISED OF THE BURNING OF CEDAR INTO 
CINDERS, AFTER WHICH THESE WERE GROUND INTO A POWDER, MIXED WITH 
‘SAWOUST, AND WATER AND BLENDED INTO A THICK SLURRY. THEN THE SLURRY 
WAS FOLDED INTO A 3 FT. LONG, 5 FT. WIDE, 1&1/2 INCH DEEP CAKE PAN, PUT ON 
SHELF PAGKS AND ROLLED INTO AN OVEN TO BE BAKED, WHEN THE CHARCOAL 


SLABS WERE BAKED HARD THEY WERE ROLLED OUT, HAD A UD SLID OVER THE TOP, 


‘AND FLIPPED OVER, THE PANS GETTING TAPPED SO THE CHARCOAL SLABS CAME 
OUT, MOSTLY WHOLE. THEN & BURLAP QUILT COVERED THE SLAB AND WAS TAPPED 
WITH A 4 POUND HAMMER TO BREAK IT INTO PIECES THE SIZE OF 3 FISTED 
FINGERS. 


‘This WAS TRANSFERRED INTO SO POUND BURLAP BAGS, AND AFTER A DAY OF 
DOING THIS MR. TANNER AND | CAME OUT LOOKING JUST AS BLACK AS THE 
CHARCOAL WE WERE MAKING. AFTER WHICH | WOULD 60 INTO LAMPASSAS, AND 
‘SOMETIMES TEMPLE TO SELL MULTIPLE BURLAP BAGS OF CHARCOAL ON THE 
WEEKENDS MAKING AROUND $150.00, BIG MONEY BACK IN THE 19705. | SAY BIG 
MONEY BECAUSE THIS WAS THE DAYS OF PENNY CANDY, AND $.40 A GALLON Gas, 
FOLKS I KNEW COULD DRIVE FROM TEWPLE TO SEN ANTONIO AND BACK ON 
$10.00, OTHER TIMES | WOULD RIDE TO TEMPLE IN AN OLD DODGE TRUCK WITH 
MAMA WHICH WAS OVERLOADED WITH PHILCO TV's AND RCA RADIOS THAT HAD 
BEEN REPAIRED WITH RECYCLED VACUUM TUBES I HAD COLLECTED OVER THE PAST 
FEN WEEKS. BETWEEN MOM AND | WE'D SELL THE ENTIRE LOAD AS WELL AS DO 
ON-SITE TV AND RADIO REPAIR WHICH WOULD HELP To PAY OUR BILLS. 


| NEVER KNEW THAT WE WERE LIVING QUT OF DATE, BY THAT | MEAN QUR DISHES 
WERE HANDCRAFTED OUT OF DISCARDED HAM AND MACKEREL CANS. OUR MUGS 
WERE CANS WRAPPED WITH WIRE FASHIONED INTO HANDLES, MOM TAUGHT ME TO 
STITCH AND SEW PIPS IN OUR CLOTHING, PATCHING OVER HOLES, EXTENDING THE 
LIFE OF THE ITEM BEING REPAIRED, MOM HAD AN EXCESS OF DENIM FROM HOBO'S 
DISCARDING OLD BLUE JEANS, AND IT WAS AT THIS TIME I LEARNED THE ART OF 
MAKING SHIRTS AND JACKETS USING THE DENIM, | SEWED QUILTS WHICH WOULD 
KEEP US WARM IN THE CHILLY WINTER MONTHS, AND ONE TIME I MADE MY OWN 
BACKPACK USING DENIM AND MY ABILITY TO SEW. THIS WAS ONE OF THE WAYS | 
WOULD MAKE EXTRA MONEY WHILE TRAVELING. IT WOULD COME IN HANDY FOR NE 
DURING THE YEARS I RODE THE RAILS, MANY HAVE SEEN THE ITEMS I'VE MADE, 
(MUCH OF IT 1S HANGING IN THE NATIONAL HOBO MUSEUM LOCATED IN BRITT 


lowa. 


‘THIS BRINGS ME TO A POINT WHERE I NEED TO TELL YOU ABOUT THE 
ORGANIZATION THAT ALL HOBO'S HAVE IN THEIR LIVES, IN THE LATE 1800's 
‘SEVERAL HOBO'S FOUND THEMSELVES "SIDETRACKED" ON THE BANKS OF THE OHIO 
River, THEY FOUND THEY ALL HAD ONE THING IN COMMON, EACH HOBO HAD BEEN 
THROWN OFF MANY RAILROADS, AND OUT OF TOWNS BECAUSE OF SOCIO-ECONOMIC 
REASONS FUELED 8Y SUSPICION, LIES, AND PREJUDICE, EACH HOBO KNEW THAT 
‘THERE NEEDED TO BE A CHANGE IN THIS SITUATION, PUBLIC AND LEGAL 
REPRESENTATION NEEDED TO COME ABOUT TO HELP CHANGE THEIR IMAGE. 
NOTICING THAT iF A PERSON WAS A MEMBER OF A UNION THEN THE HARASSMENT 
‘THEY EXPERIENCED BY THE PUBLIC AND POLICE AGENCIES WOULD BE NEGATED. 
BECAUSE UNIONS WERE RESPECTED AND HAD A PROFESSIONAL VIEW IN THE PUBLIC 
EYE THESE ENTERPRISING HOBO'S WROTE UP ARTICLES OF CONFEDERATION FOR A 
UNION THAT ANY HOBO COULD JOIN, SEEING THAT THERE WERE 63 HoB0'S 
PRESENT AT THIS GATHERING THEY DECIDED TO NAME THIS NEW UNION TOURIST 
UNION #63. To HAVE SOME LEGITIMACY THESE ENTERPRISING HOBO'S HELD AN 
OFFICIAL LOCATION FOR THE UNION IN CINCINNATI OHIO IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD OF 
QUEENSGATE. THE LOCATION OF WHICH WAS THE YARDS OF THE B&O AND N&W 
RAILROADS, TO MAKE THEMSELVES MORE LEGITIMATE THEY ENLISTED THE HELP OF 
SEVERAL LOCAL AND NATIONAL NEWSPAPERS. AND ANNUALLY HELD A NATIONAL 
Hogo CONVENTION, PUBLICIZED THIS AIDED IN A BETTER PUBLIC IMAGE OF THIS 
‘TRAVELLING NATION, EVERY VEAR TOURIST UNION #63 HELD A CONVENTION IN A 
DIFFERENT CITY TO REPRESENT THE MULTICULTURAL, AND NATIONWIDE 
MEMBERSHIP, 


‘TO RENEW OLD TIES, ENLIST NEW MEMBERS, AND GIVE THE GENERAL PUBLIC A 
MORE CONCISE IMAGE OF HOBO'S NATIONWIDE, IN 1887 THE UNION HELD ITS 
CONVENTION ON THE BANKS OF THE MISSISSIPPI RIVER IN ST.LOUIS ON PROPERTY 
‘THAT WOULD EVENTUALLY BECOME THE GATEWAY ARCH NATIONAL PARK. AT THIS 
CONVENTION THEY DECIDED UPON CHICAGO AS THE LOCATION OF THEIR NEXT 


CONVENTION AND FOR 13 YEARS TOURIST UNION #63 HELD ITS ANNUAL 
CONVENTION IN CHICAGO IN THE HOTEL ALDEN ON MARKET ST. NEXT TO WHAT 
WAS REFERRED TO AS THE SLAVE MARKETS! So APTLY NAMED BECAUSE MANY OF 
‘THE EMPLOYERS VIOULD WORK THE PEOPLE WHO DESIRED TO BE EMPLOYED, EVEN 
FOR A DAY OR A FEW HOURS, AT THESE EMPLOYMENT OFFICES. AND MANY PEOPLE 
WOULD EXPERIENCE SLAVE LABOR CONDITIONS WHICH HOBO'S REVILED AND 
RESISTED, THESE CONDITIONS WERE WHAT SSARKED THE LAGOR RIOTS THAT 
PERSIST TODAY! IN THE YEAR 1900 THE SMALL TOWN OF BRITT JOWA WANTED TO 
‘SHOW THAT THEIR TOWN COULD HOLD A PUBLIC EVENT AS WELL PUBLICIZED AS 
“THE REPUBLICAN OR DEMOCRATIC NATIONAL CONVENTIONS. 3 OF THE FOUNDING 
FATHERS OF BRITT INVITED THE GRAND HEADPIPE OF THE UNION TO BRITT AND 
INVITED HIM TO BRING THE CONVENTION TO THE TOWN. THE GRAND HEADPIPE 
RODE THE MILWAUKEE ROAD TO BRITT TO INSPECT THE GROUNDS FOR THE 
EVENTUAL MOVEMENT OF THE CONVENTION. THE TOWN HAD TO BE ABLE TO 
ACCOMMODATE A LARGE CONTINGENT OF TRAVELERS, AND THIS WAS VERY 
EVIDENT WHEN INTHE YEAR 1942 A TOTAL OF 1800 HOBO'S CONVERGED ON THE 
LITTLE TOWN OF BRITT lowe, 


BRITT HAS SINCE BEEN THE LOCATION OF THIS ANNUAL EVENT, THE TOWN HAS A 
CITY PARK THAT IS USED 1 WEEK OUT OF EVERY YEAR TO BE THE CONVENTION 
GROUNDS, BAITT iS ALSO THE HOME OF THE NATIONAL Hobo CEMETERY, THE 
NATIONAL HOBO MUSEUM, IT HOLDS A PARADE IN WHICH THE HONORED GUESTS 
ARE THE HoBo'S. AND HOLDS THE ANNUAL ELECTION OF THE NEWEST KING, 
‘QUEEN, CROWN PRINCE, CROWN PRINCESS, AND GRAND HEADPIPE, AS WELL AS 
‘THE MANY DUBBINGS OF GRAND DUKES, GRAND DUTCHESSES, GREAT GRAND 
Dukes, AND GREAT GRAND DUTCHESSES. THIS IS THE ONLY ELECTED ROYALTY IN 
‘THE UNITED STATES, AND THESE ROVAL PERSONS MIGHT END UP AT YOUR FRONT 
DOOR OFFERING TO MOW YOUR LAWN, OR SHOVEL SNOW FROM YOUR SIDEWALK. 
Dow'r say 17 WON'T HAPPEN - IT VERY WELL COULD! 


BUT ON THIS POINT | WOULD LIKE TO SAY THIS, | PERSONALLY DON'T BELIEVE IN 


SOMEONE BEING CROWNED KING OR QUEEN OF THE HoBO'S, EACH PERSON HAS 
‘THEIR OWN PERSONAL EXPERIENCES IN LIFE AND ON THE ROAD, IT'S WHAT MAKES 
EACH PERSON UNIQUE AS WELL AS THEIR RESPECTIVE STORIES. IN ELECTING 
‘SOMEONE KING OR QUEEN 11'S TANTAMOUNT TO STATING THAT THE ELECTED 
PERSONS LIFE ANO EXPERIENCES ARE SUPERIOR TO ANYONE ELSE. THERE'S NO WAY 
THAT | COULD DO ANYTHING LIKE THIS, | ACCEPT THE NOMINATION OF GRAND 
DUKE OF THE HOBO'S BECAUSE IT WAS DUBBED UPON ME BY AN OLD HOBO FROM 
‘THE STEAM ERA, BUT TO COMPETE AND ACCEPT BEING ELECTED AS KING OF THE 
Hog0'S is ME QUALIFYING THAT MY LIFE AND EXPERIENCES ARE SUPERIOR TO 
ANYONE ELSE. NOTHING COULD BE FURTHER FROM THE TRUTH! | Fee. 


“THAT EACH MAN AND WOMAN WHO HAS TAKEN UP THIS LIFE AND LIFESTYLE ARE 
(iw EFFECT) KiNGS AND QUEENS IN THEIR OWN RIGHT! WHY TRY TO PIT ONE HOBO 
AGAINST ANOTHER, IT'S LIKE PLAYING THE CHILDHOOD GAME KING OF THE 
MOUNTAIN, OR RECITING THE LINES OF THE CHILDHOOD SoNG My Dap's BETTER 
Than Your Dap, HOW STUPID! 


BUT BACK THE RELATING OF MY EXPERIENCES, ALTHOUGH WE HAD ELECTRICITY TO 
OPERATE OUR TV AND RADIO WE USED KEROSENE LAMPS AND LANTERNS TO SEE 
BBY, PROBABLY ONE OF THE REASONS MY EYES ARE SO BAD NOW, AND YOU THINK 
“TO HAVE YOUR COMPUTERIZED THERMOSTAT TO ENGAGE THE GAS HEATER, BUT | 
WOULD GUT AND COLLECT CzDAR AND MESQUITE (OFTEN CALLED “PooR MAN'S 


Coat") To THROW IN GUR POTBELLY STOVE. THE ELECTRICITY WE FINALLY GOT 
WIRED INTO THE HOUSE CAME FROM ONE ENTERPRISING HOBO WHO KNEW HOW TO 


BUILD THINGS, AND ERECTED A WIND CHARGER AT OUR HOME. USING WINDMILL 
BLADES, AND TRACTOR TRAILER ALTERNATORS, WE HAVE PERENNIAL WINDSIN THE 
HILLS OF LAMPASSAS SO WHY NOT TAKE ADVANTAGE OF IT? | WONDER WHAT 
PEOPLE WOULD DO IF THEY HAD TO GO LIVE THE OLD-FASHIONED WAY?, PROBABLY 
STEP IN FRONT OF A FAST-MOVING TRAIN, 


THE Ble THING Now? 


DAYS |S ENTERTAINMENT, WHAT IS YOUR IDEA OF 


ENTERTAINMENT?, TURN ON THE TV?, THROW IN A DVD?, oR BLU-RAY?, STREAM 
‘SOMETHING ON YOUR PHONE? EVER HEARD OF TURNING ON THE RADIO AND USING 
YOUR IAGINATION?, AS A CHILD | LISTENED TO SEVERAL RADIO SHOWS THAT 
EMPLOYED DIALOG AND SOUND EFFECTS, WHEN YOU LISTEN AND USE YOUR 
IMAGINATION.. , OF COURSE YOUR IMAGINATION AND EXPERIENCES IN LIFE 
ARE WHAT DETERMINES THE SCENES YOU IMAGINE. OTHERWISE WE'D SIT AROUND A 
CAMPFIRE AND LISTEN TO THE HOBO'S SING OR TELL TALES, MANY OF THE TALES 
WERE OUT-AND-OUT LIES BUT IT'S THE WAY THEY WERE TOLD THAT HELD THE 
LISTENER'S ATTENTION. MANY OF THESE TALES HAVE BEEN REPEATED BY 
FOLKLORISTS OVER THE YEARS SUCH AS AMERICA'S CLOWN PRINCE - RED 
SKELTON WITH HIS CHARACTERS FROM CLEM KADIDDLEHOPPER, TO FREDDIE THE 
FREELOADER, OR THE HOBO STORY TELLER UTAH PHILLIPS! OVER THE YEARS I'VE 
LUSTENED TO MANY TALL TALE TELLERS SITTING AROUND A CAMPFIRE, MOST OF 
‘THEM COULD (AND HAVE) BECOME WRITERS FOR COMEDY O8 SATIRE SHOWS ON 
THE RADIO OR TV. 


IW 1972, AT AGE 13, | HIT THE ROAD AFTER MY MOTHER CAUGHT THE WESTBOUND 
FROM A RESPIRATORY ILLNESS CAUSED RY UNREGULATED FIELD SPRAYING AND TOO 
(MUCH DIESEL SMOKE FROM WORKING IN TRUCK STOPS, THE LOCAL AUTHORITIES 
‘STARTED PAPERWORK TRYING TO PUT MEIN AN ORPHAN HOME STATING THAT I 
HAD NO FAMILY. MY FAMILY WAS AND IS HOBOES AND KNOWING THE LOCAL 
AUTHORITIES ACTIONS WERE COMING SEVERAL OF THE HOBOES WHO KNEW MY 
(MOTHER AND HER FEELINGS EXTENSIVELY ABOUT ORPHANAGES CAME AND HELPED 
ME BOARD MY 1ST FREIGHT TRAIN. OF COURSE, THIS WAGN'T REALLY MY 1ST 
FREIGHT TRAIN TO RIDE, MY MOTHER TOOK ME ON THE 1ST TRAIN | EVER RODE. 
WHEN SHE ROLLED US OUT OF BRAZIL ON THE PENNSYLVANIA R.R, ALTHOUGH AT 
AGE 2 | HAD NO MEMORY OF THAT TRIP, STILL SOMETHING MUST HAVE GOT INTO 
‘MY BLOOD DURING THAT JOURNEY BECAUSE I NEVER HAVE BEEN AFRAID OF 
FREIGHT TRAINS AND LOOK FORWARD TO SEEING, HEARING, AND SMELLING ONE. 


THE PUDDLE JUMPER ONLY ROLLED ALONG AT 10 MPH. BUT RAN AFTER DARK AND 


‘TOOK ME 13 MILES To TEMPLE WHERE GOT OFF THE TRAIN AND TRIED TO GO 
FURTHER NORTH ON THE M.K.T, A TRAIN WAS MADE UP READY TO LEAVE, 1 
‘THOUGHT IT WOULD GO NORTH TO FT. WORTH THAT NIGHT SO | FOUND AN EMPTY 
BOXCAR AND CLIMBED ON BOARD, BUT THE NEXT MORNING | WOKE UP 1/4 OF A 
MILE BACK OVER IN THE YARD OF THE GULF COLORADO & SANTA Fe, WHAT A 
BuMMea! | WENT TO Fr. WORTH WANTING TO GET UPTO WICHITA FALLS AND | 
NEEDED TO GET UPTO AN AREA OF FT. WORTH CALLED SAGINAW WHERE THE 
BURLINGTON NORTHERN RAILROAD HAS A YARD WHICH I NEEDED TO "CATCH OUT" 
FROM. AT THAT TIME | DIDN'T KNOW WHICH CITY BUS TO TAKE SO | WALKED THE 
ENTIRE 9 MILES, BY THE TIME | GOT THERE | WAS SO TIRED | LAID DOWN IN SOME 
WEEDS AND SLEPT UNTIL SUNSET. A WESTBOUND PULLED IN AND | BOARDED THE 
BACK PORCH OF AGRAIN CAR, WAITED OUT THE "BULL" SCANNING THE TRAIN, 
AFTER WHICH IT BEGAN TO PULL, AAAAAAH, WHAT A FEELING OF RELIEF, I'M ON MY 
WAY WEST, RIDING AT NIGHT ALWAYS IS A PLEASURE, TOWNS APPEAR IN THE 
DISTANCE LIKE TINY POINTS OF LIGHT. AS WE GET NEARER THE LIGHTS GET 
GRIGHTER AND SOON WE ARE IN THE MIDDLE OF DOWNTOWN, LOTS OF ACTIVITY, 
BUT NO ONE SEES ME, JUST ANOTHER TRAIN, THEY CAN'T SEE A HOBO ON BOARD. | 
ALWAYS ENJOYED TRAVELING BY MYSELF WITH ONLY NE TO WORRY ABOUT, | CAN 
RELAX MORE WITH NO PARTNER TO MAKE A FOOLISH MISTAKE THAT WOULD GET US 
BOTH THROWN OFF IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE. 


I TRAVELED WITH A GROUP QUT OF PASCO To VANCOUVER WASHINGTON ON AN 
EMPTY CAR-CARRIER TRAIN THAT CHANGED CREWS IN WISHRAM, WHEN WE MADE 
THE YARD WE SPIED A LARGE PILE OF COPPER WIRE. SMALL BUT HEAVY SPOOLS, 
‘AND THE 7 OF US OVERLOADED OUR ALREADY HEAVY BACKPACKS WITH AS MANY 
OF THESE SPOOLS AS WE COULD CARRY, WE WERE BROKE AND WITH COPPER BEING 
BOUGHT AT $.80 A POUND (AT THAT TIME) WE SAW THis AS TRAMP GOLD, THE 
Hogo GoDS WERE WATCHING OUT FOR US THAT DAY. WE LATER LEARNED THAT A 
TRUCK HAD CRASHED AT THAT SPOT AND WHAT WE STUMBLED UPON WAS WHAT 


COULDN'T BE RETRIEVED. We MADE SEVERAL TRIPS BACK TO THAT SPOT, FACH 
LOAD WE BROUGHT OUT BROUGHT US $250.00 PER TRIP. I NEVER FELT BAD ABOUT 
17, WE WERE RETRIEVING A SEMI-PRECIOUS METAL THAT IF LEFT IN PLACE WOULD 
POLLUTE THE GROUND WATER, AND WE HELPED THE LOCAL ECONOMY WITH ALL 
‘THE EATING ANO BEER WE CONSUMED. BUT MOSTLY I'D RATHER TRAVEL BY MYSELF 
AND BECAME KNOWN TO THE MANY "BULLS" I WAS ACQUAINTED WITH OVER THE 
‘YEARS (ASIDE FROM MY ROAD NAME) AS NOT AFRAID TO RIDE ALONE! 


‘AND THIS BRINGS ME TO THE LETTERS E.T.R.A.! BACK IN THE EARLY 1990's, 
‘SEVERAL VieT NAM VETERANS WERE GATHERED TOGETHER IN HAVRE MONTANA, 
‘TOTALLY DISENFRANCHISED WITH THE REAGAN ADMINISTRATIONS TREATMENT OF 
VETERANS, THEY DECIDED TO ORGANIZE AS A GROUP AND WATCH OUT FOR EACH 
OTHER AS WELL AS THE OTHER HOBOS STILL ON THE ROAD, MANY OF THEM WORLD 
WAR 2 AND KOREAN WAR VETERANS. THEY VOWED TO Live OFF THE GRID, KEEP 
UP THE OLD HOBO JUNGLES, AND TAKE CARE OF THOSE STILL ON THE ROAD, THEY 
DECIDED ON & LETTER DESIGNATION TO REPRESENT THEMSELVES F.T.R.A, THE 
LETTERS STOOD FOR - FUCK THE REAGAN ADMINISTRATION, | WAS ACQUAINTED 
WITH SEVERAL OF WHO WERE KNOWN AS THE ORIGINAL 13. PREACHER STEVE, 
DANTE FucWHa, DAN'L BOONE, SPACE Man JOHN, FROG, AND SHOT DOWN 
WILLS WERE THE ONES THAT | KNEW. THESE GUYS KNEW THAT IF THIS LETTER 
DESIGNATION GOT KNOWN ON THE ROAD THAT THEY WOULD HAVE NO GONTROL 
OVER IT SO 21 DAYS LATER THE ORIGINAL MEMBERS OF THE F.T.R.A. DISBANDED 
THE ORGANIZATION. 


‘THE GROUP KNOWN NOW AS THE F.T.R.A. (FREIGHT TRAIN RIDERS OF AMERICA) 
HAVE NO RELATIONSHIP TO THE ORIGINAL 13. AND ANY IDEA THAT THEY DO IS 
REPUGNANT, AND DOES A GREAT DISSERVICE TO THESE WORLD WAR 2, KOREAN 
War & VIETNAM WAR VETERANS, WHO ARE ALSO OLD Time HoaoEs. AS 
(OPPOSED TO THE DISINFORMATION THAT IS CIRCULATED THROUGHOUT THE 
DIFFERENT POLICE AGENCIES, 80TH STATE AND FEDERAL, BY A FORMER SPOKANE 
WASHINGTON POLICE OFFICER NAMED ROBERT GRANDENETTI. UPSET THAT HE 


LEFT NO GREAT IMPRESSION IN LIFE HE JUMPED ON A TRACKSIDE MURDER AND 
LOOSELY CONNECTED IT WITH FREIGHT TRAIN RIDING HOBO'S. HE THEN LEAPED 
UPON THE INTTIALS F-T.R.A. AND TRIED TO CONNECT THE IMAGINARY DOTS HE 
HAD IN HIS HEAD, MANY BELIEVE THAT IT WAS HE THAT INVENTED THE F.T.R.A. 
THAT PEOPLE WORRY ABOUT NOW, AND IS LIVING HIS LIFE WITH DELUSIONS OF THE 
GRANDUER, TRYING TO BE A FINAL AUTHORITY ON A SUBJECT HE HAS NO REAL 
KNOWLEDGE ABOUT! 


‘THERE'S STILL VETERANS RIDING THE RAILS TODAY, MOST OF THEM REMINISCING 
ABOUT DAYS GONE BY, LIVING LIFE ON THEIR OWN TERMS. SURVIVORS FROM A WAR 
‘THAT THEY WERE SENT OVERSEAS TO FIGHT BY A GOVERNMENT WHO CARE'S 
NOTHING ABOUT PEACE OR PEOPLE AND ONLY ABOUT CONTROL OF THE Masses. | 
DON'T WANTTO PREACH A SERMON HERE BLT I VERY WELL COULD: CONTROL IS 
‘THE CONSTANT THAT MAKES THE WORLD CONTINUE TO THRIVE. CONTROL ABOUT 
WHERE YOU LIVE, CONTROL ABOUT WHAT YOU D0 FOR A LIVING, WHETHER OR NOT 
YOU PAY TAXES, AND THE INDOCTRINATION ABOUT HOW BAD IT IS TO LIVE 
(OFF-THE-GR»D, BuT HOBOES HAVE BEEN DOING THIS SINCE THE FIRST 2 HoBOES 
JUMPED ON A PASSING FREIGHT TRAIN AT THE END OF THE AMERICAN CIVIL WAR. 
USED TO LIVING LIFE IN THE OPEN, IN THE WOODS AND FIELDS PRIOR TO GOING TO 
WAR, OR LEARNED FROM GOING THROUSH THE WAR, SO LIVING IN THE OPEN IS 
NOTHING TO HOBOES. [1's CONSIDERED REPREHENSIBLE TO THE MAINSTREAM 
SOCIETY BROUGHT UP TO BELIEVE THAT You Must Live In A city, You Must 
WORK A DEAD-END J0B, YoU MUST PAY TAXES, BUT PEOPLE LIVE LIKE A HoBO 
EVERY DAY. CONSIDER THE FOLKS THAT LIVE OFF THE GRID IN ALASKA, OR 
MONTANA, FISHING AND TRAPPING FOR A LIVING. NO MATTER WHAT AUTHORITIES 
‘TRY TO TELL YOU, FOLKS DO THIS WITH NO PROBLEM EVERYDAY OF THEIR LIVES, | 
LIVED IN THIS FASHION BETWEEN THE YEARS OF 1972 AND 2001. 


BEING RESPONSIBLE WITH AN OPEN FIRE AND MAKING SURE IT DIDN'T CATCH THE 
\WoODS OR FIELDS ABLAZE, LIKE MOST NATIVE AMERICANS. HOBOES FEEL FIRE IS A 
‘SACRED THING, COOKING, HEATING, COMMUNITY GATHERING, CLEANSING, MOST 


HOBO CAMPFIRES ARE KNOWN AS FRIENDLY FIRES, THEY ARE NEVER OUT OF 
CONTROL. A WELCOMING BEACON IN THE DARK MUCH LIKE A SEARCHLIGHT IS TO A 
‘SHIP APPROACHING A COAST LINE. IF YOU LOOK OFF A MAINLINE FROM ANY TRAIN 
YARD YOU MIGHT SEE A HOBO CAMPFIRE, IF YOU WALKED DOWN AND ASKED 
PERMISSION TO COME IN THE CAMP MORE OFTEN THAN NOT YOU'D BE WELCOMED. 


‘ALMOST EVERY HOBO CAMPFIRE IS CELEBRATED AND RESPECTED IN THE SAME 
WAY, AFTER BUILDING THE FIRE THE 4 DIRECTIONAL WINDS ARE SALUTED. THE 
NorTH, SOUTH, EAST, AND WEST WINDS, EACH ARE RESPECTED FOR THEIR. 
INDIVIDUAL PROPERTIES, AND PERSONALITIES, AND CAMPFIRE ASHES ARE ADDED. 
HoB0Es FEEL THAT EACH CAMPFIRE IS DIFFERENT, SOME PEOPLE MAY GATHER AT 
ONE FIRE THAT ARE NOT AT THE NEXT FIRE. BUT PART OF THEIR SPIRIT GOES INTO 
‘THE FIRE AND REMAINS IN THE ASHES, ADDING THOSE ASHES TO THE FIRE ALLOWS 
PEOPLE WHO CAN'T BE THERE IN BODY TO BE THERE IN SPIRIT. SOME FOLKS CALL 
‘THs EASTERN Mysticism Bur IN REALITY, iT 1s Hago FACT, CARRVING THESE 
ASHES WITH YOU FROM FIRE TO FIRE WILL BRING YOU GooD LUCK! AND ON THAT 
NOTE LETS TALK ABOUT ASKING PERMISSION, [T'S A THING CALLED RESPECT, 
SOMETHING THAT IS SORELY LACKING IN TODAY'S WORLD! YOU HAVE & HOME OR 
AN APARTMENT, AND YOU WOULDN'T WANT SOMEONE JUST BARGING IN LIKE THEY 
OWN THE PLACE, YOU'D WANT THEM TO KNOCK OR RING THE DOR BELL AND ASK 
‘TO BE INVITED IN, SO YOU DON'T JUST BARGE INTO A HOBO'S CAMP, YOU ASK 
PERMISSION TO ENTER, THIS IS THEIR HOME, IT'S WHERE THEY LIVE AND MAKE 
‘THEIR LIVES, JUST LIKE YOUR OWN HONE, SHOW SOME Respect! 


BUT BACK TO ME, I'VE ENJOYED CAMPING ALONG THE ARKANSAS RIVER IN PUEBLO 
COLORADO, AS WELL AS THE GRAND JUNCTION OF THE GUNNISON, AND 
COLORADO RIVERS IN GRAND JUNCTION COLORADO. WORKING IN THAT TOWN 
PAINTING HOUSES, OR DOING WAREHOUSE WORK FOR THE COUNTY MaRKET 
GROCERY STORES. AND ALWAYS THAT CONSTANT, THE HAUNTING REFRAIN OF A. 
‘TRAIN HORN BLOWING THROUGH THE NIGHT, THE SIRENS CALL, THAT GRAND LOVER 


CALLING ME TO CLIMB ON BOARD AND ENJOY AN EVERYDAY ADVENTURE. A RETURN 
TO DAYS GONE BY, THAT'S WHAT | HEAR NOW AT NIGHT, ALTHOUGH IT'S THE 
HORNS OF THE C.S.X. RUNNING TO PARMA OHIO AND NOT THE HORNS OF THE RIO 
GRANDE, OR THE B.N. OR THE M.K.T, ST.LS.W, S.P, K.C.S, MIDSOUTH, G.M. & 
0, LC.G, L. & N, IA.IS, OR EVEN THE CONRAIL, 


STILL LONG TO GO BACK AND SEE THE FEATHER RIVER CANYON, AND THE TOWN 
OF PORTOLA, ROLLINS THROUGH THE WOODS OF THE CASCADE MOUNTAINS. 
(CROSSING THE HIGHLINE ON THE B.N, GOINS INTO FLATHEAD TUNNEL AND 
COMING DOWN INTO WHITEFISH MONTANA. OR RIDING THE M.R.L. ACROSS LAKE 
COURE 0'LANE AND THROUGH THE MOUNTAINS INTO MissoULA, AND HELENA. OR 
‘TAKING A BUS DOWN TO BUTTE TO SEE THE ABANDONED TRAIN DEPOTS OF THE 
GREAT NORTHERN AND THE MILWAUKEE ROAD AND THEN WALKING 2 MILES TO 
SILVER BOW TO RIDE DOWN To POCATELLO IDAHO. 


BUT!'D LOVE To RIDE AGAIN FROM RoPER YARO In SOUTH SALT LAKE AcROSS 
‘SOLDIER SUMMIT, THROUGH HELPER, AND REDLANDS CANYON, THEN CROSS. 
‘TENNESSEE PASS AND ROLL THROUGH ROYAL GoRGE. BUT MY BIGGER THRILL 
WOULD BE RUNNING THE BACK ROADS AND RAILS OF LOUISIANA, MississPPt, 
ALABAMA, AND GEORGIA, SO MUCH TIME SPENT IN TRAVEL IS IT ANY WONDER WHY 
NOW AT MY AGE THAT | HAVE SUCH ITCHY FEET? ID LOVE TO SEE THE BACK 
‘STREAMS AROUND WARM SPRINGS GEORGIA, OR RIDE THROUGH THE NORTHERN 
MOUNTAINS OF GEORGIA INTO CHATTANOOGA AND THEN INTO NASHVILLE, 
CAMPING ALONG THE TENNESSEE RIVER HUNTING AND FISHING, ENJOYING THE 
BEAUTY OF Go0'S GREAT CREATION, THE LAPPING OF THE WATER, THE RUSTLING 
OF THE LEAVES IN THE TREES, THE WHISPER OF THE WIND AND THE SWEET SMELL 
OF AN UNPOLLUTED PIECE OF NATURE, 


Yes, I'd LovE TO Go To Maro! Gas DOWN IN New ORLEANS, ALTHOUGH | HAVE 
BEEN THERE FOR BLUES FESTIVALS, AND WORKED CLEANING UP AFTER NEW 
ORLEANS SAINTS GAMES. O8 I'VE GONE ALLIGATOR HUNTING WITH CAJUNS IN THE 
‘SWAMPS SOUTH OF PIERRE PART BOATING THROUGH THE BAYOUS INTO HOUMA. 
OR VISITING FRIENDS IN BATON ROUGE AND WORKING FOR THEM IN THEIR 
DEEP-FRIED BLOOMING ONION STAND DURING RIVER FEST. OR JUST RIDING 
NORTH ON THE K.C.S. THROUGH THE OUACHITA MOUNTAINS INTO JOPLIN TO. 
CATCH AN EASTBOUND ON THE Missouri & NORTH ARKANSAS, AND ROLLING INTO 
CARTHAGE WHERE A FRIEND OF MINE LIVES THAT MAKES MOONSHINE FROM A 
FAMILY RECIPE THAT GOES BACK 5 GENERATIONS, AND ALSO GROWS MEDICAL 
MARIJUANA. HE ALWAYS NEEDS HELP HE GAN TRUST TO CLEAN, CUT, AND 
PACKAGE THE "BUD" FOR SHIPPING TO DISPENSARIES IN KANSAS CITY. OR 
ROLLING NORTH ON THE RIVER LINE UP THE MISSISSIPPI RIVER ON WHAT USED TO 
‘BE MILWAUKEE ROAD FOLLOWING UP TOWARDS DUBUQUE IOWA JUST ROLLING. 
ENJOYING THE RIDE, THE VIBRATIONS OF THE TRAIN, THE SWEET SMELL OF THE 
CLEAN MOISTURE FILLED WOODS THAT PERMEATE THE PLACES BETWEEN THE 
CITIES THAT ABOUND THE RIVER. STOPPING TO VISIT WITH FRIENDS | MADE OVER 
“THE YEARS IN MUSCATINE, DAVENPORT, CLINTON, AND DUBUQUE. 


BUT MY OTHER PLEASURE WOULD BE TO RIDE THE ROUTE WEST FROM CENTENNIAL. 
Yano in Fr. WoRTH ON THE UNION Paciric (FORMERLY THE TEKAS PACIFIC, AND 
LATER THE MISSOURI PAGIFIC.) QUT To BiG SPRING. THE WIDE OPEN RANGE OF 
West TEXAS, TREELESS, ARID, ALMOST DESERT PLAINS, WHERE IT'S YOU WITH 
MILES AND WILES OF NOTHING. BEAUTIFUL SUNSETS, BEAUTIFUL SUNRISES, HOT 
Days, CoOL NIGHTS, AND SPACE WHERE YOU CAN TRULY COMMUNICATE WITH 
GoD ANO CLEAR YOUR HEAD. I'M SURE EVERYONE NEEDS A PLACE LIKE THIS WHERE 
THEY CAN DISAPPEAR FROM THE WORLD AND COORDINATE THEIR PRIORITIES IN 
‘THEIR LIVES, AND TRULY THIS |S MINE. NOT JUST WEST TEXAS, BUT GETTING ON A 
FREIGHT TRAIN ANO RIDING, THE WIND IN MY FACE, THE SUN AT NY BACK, NO 


DIRECTION, NO TINE SCHEDULE, JUST ROLLING, THAT SHOULD SAY IT ALL! 


MANY MAY ASK "HOW D0 YOU FEED YOURSELF WHEN TRAVELING’, ANSWERING 
THIS QUESTION MAY HAVE SOME PEOPLE SHRIEKING AGHAST AT THE ANSWER. IT'S 
CALLED DUMPSTER DIVING, NOW THAT CALLS UP IMAGES OF A CRUSTY OLD MAN 
DIOGING AROUND IN A TRASH CAN EATING WHATEVER EVER SLIMY DRIPPING CRAP 
HE FINDS. BUT I'M HERE TO TELL YOU THAT THE REALITY ISN'T WHAT IS DEPICTED 
BY MOST HOLLYWOOD TV SHOWS OR MOVIES, MOST FOODS THAT ARE FROZEN OR 
ICE-COLD ARE STILL SAFE TO EAT. FURTHERMORE GROCERY STORES ARE REQUIRED 
BY LAW TO REMOVE ITEMS FROM THE SHELF IF ITIS 1 DAY PAST THE SELL-BY 
DATE, HOWEVER CANNED AND COMMERCIALLY PACKAGED FOODS HAVE 
PRESERVATIVES NIXED IN THEM, AND ARE REASONABLY SAFE TO EAT UP TOS 
WEEKS AFTER RESCUE FROM A DUMPSTER, THIS IS AN ECONOMICAL WAY TO FEED A 
HOBO SO AS TO KEEP HOBO'S FROM BEING A DRAIN ON LOCAL RESOURCES! MANY 
MEALS HAVE | EATEN FROM DUMPSTER DIVING, ONE YEAR | WAS TRAVELING FROM 
DEWvER TO SHELBY ON BURLINGTON NORTHERN AND JUMPED OFF IN CHEYENNE, | 
Ha 10 HOURS TO WAIT UNTIL THE NEXT TRAIN WAS HEADED NORTH. 


BOTH ME AND ARKANSAS TRAVELER WERE BROKE, AND | KNEW THAT THERE WAS 
AN IGA STORE 2 BLOCKS FROM THE VARO, WE WENT UP To BUY TOBACCO, TOP 
BRAND, THAT'S WHAT WE ALWAYS SMOKED, AND AS WE WALKED SACK TO THE 
YARD | SPIED THE DUMPSTER. DIVING INSIDE | FOUND GAGS OF TRASH, A BOX OF 
‘STILL FROZEN PIZZAS, AND 2 ALUMINUM PIE TINS WHICH | PROMPTLY BOXED UP 
‘AND TOOK BACK TO THE JUNGLE WITH ME. KNOWING THAT FOOD TAKES LONGER 
TO COOK AT HIGH ALTITUDES THE ALUMINUM PIETINS WOULD COME IN HANDY, 
AFTER BUILDING AND BLESSING THE FIRE | INMEDIATELY SET ABOUT OPENING THE 
FROZEN PIZZAS AND SUDING THEM INTO THE PIE TINS. AND COOKING THEN, SOON 
THAD COFFEE GOING AND THE AROMA DREW THE ATTENTION OF THE FOLKS IN THE 
YARD OFFICE, EVERYONE EXCEPT THE STATION AGENT AND DISPATCHER CAME OUT 
LOOKING FOR A FREE MEAL. SHARING THIS WAS ONLY RIGHT SEEING QUR FRIENDS, 


‘THE B.N. RAILROAD, ALLOWED US TO SET UP CAMP ON THEIR PROPERTY, WHAT 
‘TRIPPED ME OUT WAS THE ONCOMING INTERMODAL CREW INVITED US TO RIDE THE 
UNITS WITH THEN NORTH AS LONG AS WE BROUGHT SOME COOKED PIZZA WITH US. 
We ENDED UP FEEDING RAILROAD CREWS FROM CHEYENNE TO CASPER WYOMING, 
LAUREL, GREAT FALLS, AND SHELBY MONTANA. 


‘THEN THERE'S THE QUESTION OF HOW DO YOU KEEP CLEAN?, SOME STILL TRY TO 
MAKE THEIR OWN SOAP WHICH FOR THOSE OF US WHO HAVE DONE IT - IT'S NOT. 
‘THAT HARD, JUST TIME CONSUMING. | USUALLY CARRY A BOTTLE OF DAWN 
DISHWASHING DETERGENT, AND A SCRUB BRUSH TO SCRUB MY DISHES, MY 
CLOTHES, AND MY BODY, IT CAN LEAVE YOUR SKIN KIND OF RED LOOKING AND SORE 
BUT REALIZE AFTER 2 VIEEKS, ANU ANYWHERE FROM 200 To 1000 MILES MY BODY 
FEELS BETTER WHEN IT'S CLEAN. AND AFTER THAT MANY MILES I REALLY NEED TO 
‘SCRUB MY BODY AND MY CLOTHES, BESIDES WATER FLOWS OVER THE GROUND 
FREELY, AND GOD DOESN'T CHARGE US FOR THE SUNLIGHT OR THE HEAT IN THE 
SUMMERTIME! 


THEN THERE'S THE CONCERN ABOUT HOW YOU CLOTHE YOURSELF, AND SUPPLY 
FOOTWEAR, WELL IF YOU WORK WHILE TRAVELING THERE'S ALWAYS THE FAMOUS. 
Gop WILL AND SALVATION ARMY STORES. AND SOMETIMES (IF YOU FEEL REALLY 
FLUSH) YOU CAN ALWAY'S GO TO WAL-MART! THEN FOR VETERANS THERE'S AN 
EVENT CALLED THE HoMELess VETERANS STAND DOWN, ORGANIZED BY SEVERAL, 
VIETNAM VETERANS, SURPLUS MILITARY CLOTHING, BooTs, Foon (LoTs oF "C" 
RATIONS, AND MRE'S) THIS EVENT BECAME POPLAR WiTit HoBo'S. IT WAS A WAY 
‘TO REPLENISH THEIR TRAVELING SUPPLIES, AND EVEN ATTAIN NEW SLEEPING BAGS, 
MORE OFTEN THAN NOT FOLKS FROM MILITARY SURPLUS STORES GATHERED 
‘THERE LOOKING TO PURCHASE WHAT WAS ISSUED TO RESUPPLY THEIR STORES. 
‘AND MANY HOMELESS TOOK ADVANTAGE OF THIS TO GAIN THE $$$ TO FEED THEIR 
ALCOHOLIC, OR DRUG HABITS, BUT NO ONE COULD SEPARATE.A HOBO FROM THEIR 


ISSUE FOR ANY AMOUNT OF $85. THEY KNEW WHAT THEY WERE ISSUED WOULD BE 
‘THEIR TRAVELING HOME AND THAT WAS MORE IMPORTANT THAN GETTING DRUNK, 
OR HIGH! OTHERWISE IT IS NOT THAT DIFFERENT FROM MOST DAILY LIVES OF 
ANYBODY, BUT APART FROM YOUR DAILY LIFE MINE HAS NO TETHERS, AND | CAN 
PICK UP AND GO WHENEVER | GET THE ITCH, AT LEAST I USED TO UNTIL I DECIDED 
‘TO GET A HOME LOCATION, AND A PHONE NUMBER! 


ANOTHER THING THAT FOLKS ASK ME IS HOW I ENDED UP WITH NY "ROAD NAME" 
‘THE TEXAS MADNAN, THAT CAME ABOUT WHEN | WAS 15. | WAS TRAVELING WITH 
3 OTHER GUYS WHO | KNEW FROM THE HOBO JUNGLE IN LAMPASSAS. WE WERE IN 
CENTRAL MISSOURI IN THE TOWN OF CHILLICOTHE, WE HAD TRAVELED THERE WITH 
‘A MAN WHO ONE OF THE GUYS SAID THEY KNEW WELL WHO ALSO KNEW THE 
AGRICULTURE WORK IN CENTRAL MISSOURI. SEASONAL CABBAGE PICKING WAS 
GOING ON AT THAT TIME SO WE JUNGLED OUT AND WENT TO WORK ON A FARM. 
‘THAT SOLD TO FARM FRESH Fons. NOW LET ME TELL YOU THAT WORKING INA 
FARM FIELD IN CENTRAL MISSOURI, IN THE SUMMER, WITH NO BREEZES WILL HAVE 
YoU SWEATING ALL THE ENERGY OUT OF YOUR RODY. AND AT THE END OF THE DAY 
YOU'LL BE SO TIRED IT'LL BE ALL YOU CAN DO TO DRAG YOURSELF DOWN THE ROAD 
HOME, AND THAT'S WHAT WE WERE DOING GOING BACK TO OUR JUNGLE. 


EVERY EVENING WE ELECTED ONE OF QUR NUMBER TO GO INTO TOWN TO BUY OUR 
NIGHTLY PROVISIONS, WELL THIS EVENING WAS DIFFERENT, THE PERSON WE 
ELECTED TO GO TO TOWN HAD BEEN GONE FOR THE BETTER PART OF 3 HOURS 
WHICH FORCED US TO GO LOOK FOR HIM, WE FOUND HIM IN A LOCAL BEER GARDEN 
DRINKING UP ALL OUR HARD EARNED PROFITS, WHICH (OF COURSE) MADE US QUITE 
MAD, WE TOOK HIM BACK TO OUR JUNGLE AND TIED HIM TO A TREE. THEN WE 
STARTED THE DISCUSSION ABOUT HOW WE SHOULD PUNISH THIS GUY, THE OLDER 
HOBO'S WERE SAYING "WE SHOULD DO THIS" AND "WE SHOULD 00 THAT", AFTER 
HEARING ABOUT 10 MINUTES OF THIS DISCUSSION | GCT FED UP. I GRABBED AN 


‘OLD BOXCAR BRAKE HOSE AND BEGAN BEATING THIS DRUNKEN FOOL, THE OTHER 
(OLD HO8O'S JUST WATCHED AS | DISHED OUT MY PUNISHMENT. AFTER | FINISHED 
BEATING THIS SORRY EXCUSE FOR A MAN THE OLD-TIMERS UNTIED HIM AND TOLD 
HIM IN A STERN NO NEGOTIATION MANNER "STAY OUT OF THESE FIELDS, AND STAV 
OFF THE TRAINS. WE ARE WELL TRAVELED ANO IF WE FIND YOU ON A TRAIN WE 
WILL TAKE YOU SOMEWHERE THAT NO ONE WILL FIND YOU," THEN THEY GAVE HIM A, 
SINGLE WOODEN MATCH. To THE OLD-TIMERS THIS MEANS 'GO START YOUR OWN 
JUNGLE’, THEN THESE OLD-TIMERS TOLD ME "WE SHOULD HAVE HAD A CAMERA, 
‘YOU WERE FIREY RED, YOU HAD SMOKE COMING OUT OF YOUR EARS, AND YOU WERE 
MAKING SOUNDS UKE A WILD ANIMAL, FROM NOW ON WHEN ANYONE SEES YOU 
“THEY'LL KNOW YoU AS THE TEXAS MADMAN." PEOPLE HAVE STATED TO ME THAT 
‘THEY DON'T LIKE MY ROAD NAME AND SAY "YOU CAN CHANGE YOUR NAME IF YOU 
WANT To!", BUT THERE'S A PROBLEM WITH THAT IDEA, THERE'S AN OLD TRADITION 
AT WORK HERE. IF 3 OR MORE HORO'S GIVE YOU & ROAD NAME THEN THAT is WHAT 
YOU ARE CALLED FOR LIFE, IF YOU WANT TO CHANGE YOUR NAME YOU MUST FIND 
‘THE OLD HOBO'S AND ASK THEIR PERMISSION TO CHANGE YOUR NAME. IF THEY 
AGREE THEN THEY WILL CHANGE YOUR NAME, OR VOTE ON WHAT EVER NAME YOU 
HAVE DECIDED UPON, THEN AND ONLY THEN WILL YOUR ROAD NAME SE CHANGED, 
LIKE | SAID ~/T'S AN OLD TRADITION. | BELIEVE IN TRADITIONS, I TRY TO FOLLOW BY 
‘THEM ALL THE TIME, IT'S LIKE KEEPING UP THE HISTORY OF THE HOBO CULTURE, 
AND IT MAINTAINS THE CULTURE, ENSURING IT TO CONTINUE THROUGHOUT THE 
YEARS AND BE IDENTIFIABLE FOR HISTORY TO RECORD! 


I NEVER DID TAKE PICTURES OF MY DAYS ON THE ROAD MUCH TO MY CHAGRIN. | 
CAN TALK AND DESCRIBE ALL | WANT BUT NOTHING CAN REALLY SHOW TO FOLKS 
WHAT THIS LIFE IS LIKE THE WAY PICTURES CAN. READING THE WRITTEN WORD 
WILL SPARK MILLIONS OF MEMORIES IN MY HEAD AND | CAN REPLAY THE INCIDENTS: 
AND JOURNEYS IN VIVID LIVING COLOR. SUCH AS BEING IN SALT LAKE CITY 
WANTING TO GO ACROSS TO PORTOLA CALIFORNIA, | HAD TO RIDE THE U.P, | WAS. 


WAITING UNDER A STREET OVERPASS NEXT TO THE NORTH SALT LAKE YARD AND 
FOUND A FRIENDLY SWITCHMAN WHO DIRECTED NE TO THE RIGHT TRACK AND 
TRAIN, IT WAS HOT THAT AFTERNOON WAITING FOR THIS TRAIN TO MOVE, BUT NOT 
AS HOT AS WHAT |'D GO THROUGH THE NEXT EVENING. THE TRAIN PULLED AND WE 
WENT PAST THE SOUTH SIDE OF THE LAKE AND THE EVAPORATION PONDS OF 
Moron Sait Company, WITH 4 CREW CHANGE AT CARLIN NEVADA, AND 
ANOTHER AT ELKO WE BLASTED ACROSS THE DESERT OF NORTHERN NEVADA 
AFTER DARK THE AIR TEMPERATURE COOLING DOWN FROM 97° 70 65", AND GOING 
FROM 90% HUMIDITY To 5% HUMIDITY. WE MADE IT TO WINNEMUCGA IN TIME 70 
‘SEE A BEAUTIFUL DESERT SUNRISE, ALSO KNOWN AS THE DESERT Rost! TH'S LEFT 
(ME WAITING FOR THE NEXT CREW TO GET ON BOARD TO TAKE THE TRAIN FURTHER 
west. 


WHEN IT FINALLY PULLS THE TIME IS 12:00 NOON, THE TEMPERATURE IS ALREADY 
‘80, AND EXPECTED TO GO HIGHER AS THE DAY PROGRESSES. BY THE TIME WE GET 
“TO GERLACH NEVADA THE TEMPERATURE HAS CLIMBED TO 117" IN THE SHADE, 
(GERLACH IS ONE OF THE LAST REMAINING OF COMPANY TOWNS, BUILT BY MORTON 
‘SALT TO HARVEST THE DRY LAKE BEDS SOUTH AND NORTH OF THE TOWN, IF YOU 
EVER TRAVEL TO THIS TOWN MAKE SURE YOUR CAR IS WELL MAINTAINED AND YOU 
HAVE AN AMPLE WATER SUPPLY WITH YOU, ON THE NORTH SIDE OF TOWN 18 THE 
LARGEST SALT PAN IN THE UNITED STATES, STRETCHING 5 MILES WIDE IT ALSO 
‘STRETCHES 33 MILES LONG, CORE SAMPLES HAVE IT GOING A DEPTH OF 300 
YARDS, MORE SALT THAN IN THE GREAT SALT LAKE! WHEN WE MADE IT TO 
GERLACH THE TEMPERATURE HAD GONE UP TO 117° AND I WAS AS DRY ASA 
BONE, AND BURNING UP, KNOWING THERE IS AN IRRIGATION DITCH NEXT TO THE 
TRACKS | GOT OFF THE TRAIN AND DUNKED MY HEAD UNDER THE WATER. 


Goon Gon THE WATER WAS ICE COLD, BUT SOOOOO00 REFRESHING, | FILLED 


MY WATER JUG AND GCT BACK ON THE TRAIN, AS SOON AS ! DID 1T PULLED. AND 
WE WERE ROLLING WEST TOWARDS CALIFORNIA, AS THE TRAIN HEADS WEST IT 
BEGINS TO CLIMB INTO THE SIERRA'S. BY THE TIME IT PEAKS THE SIERRA'S YOU 
CAN LOOK DOWN ONTO GERLACH AND THE TOWN LOOKS LIKE A TINY BLACK DOT 
(ON THE DESERT FLOOR. AND THE TEMPERATURE GOES DOWN FROM 117° To 40° 
VERY QUICKLY, AND FOLKS WONDER WHY | USED TO CARRY A WINTER COAT DURING 
‘THE suMMERTIME, DUUUUH! 


ANOTHER TIME | WAS IN KANSAS CITY HEADING NORTH ON THE loWA DIVISION OF 
‘THE B.N, AND RUNNING UP THE MISSOURI RIVERSIDE, | WAS ON # BOXCAR WHEN A 
RAINSTORM SLEW IN, HIGH WINDS, LIGHTNING, THUNDER, RAIN BLOWING 
SIDEWAYS, IT FELT LIKE WAS IN & WASNERIAN OPERA, | WAS LOOKING AROUND 
FOR THE FAT LADIES WITH THE SPEARS AND HORNED HELMETS, 


| REMEMBER THESE TIMES AS IF THEY HAPPENED YESTERDAY, LIKE BEING IN 
'SHREVEPORT LOUISIANA WAITING OUT THE DAY'S UNTIL IT WAS TIME TO HEAD TO 
Amory Mississipe!. THERE Is A RAILROAD FESTIVAL IN THE TOWN OF AMORY 
AND ALSO CELEBRATES HOBOES THAT | ALWAYS TRIED TO ATTEND. IN. 
‘SHREVEPORT | RAN INTO A HOBO WHO CALLED HIMSELF MONTANA BONES WHO 
OVINED A RANCH WHERE HE SROKE AND TRAINED RIDING MULES, HE NAMED THE 
PLACE THE BUSTED Ass RANCH. HE WAS TRAVELING WITH A GUY WHO WAS A 
(CRACKHEAD, BONES TOLD ME HE WANTED To UNLOAD THE GUY BECAUSE HE WAS 
“DRAGGING HIM DOWN"! WE WORKED UP $80.00 AND GAVE IT To THE GUY WHO 
PROMPTLY DISAPPEARED INTO THE LOCAL EASTSINE PROJECTS NEVER TO BE SEEN 
OR HEARD FROM AGAIN, | TOLD BONES THAT THE RAILROAD FESTIVAL WOULDN'T 
‘TAKE PLACE FOR 241/2 WEEKS $0 | WAS KILLING TIME AND WANTED TO JUST RIDE 
AND BONES WAS GAME, WE CAUGHT A NORTHBOUND K.C.S. HEADING UP TO 


KANSAS CITY JUST TO ROLL THROUGH THE QUACHITA MOUNTAINS OF ARKANSAS 
AND OKLAHOMA, AND MADE IT To THE TOWN OF HEAVENER. WHAT A PARADISE, 
‘TRUE SMALL TOWN OKLAHOMA, 1 MAIN STREET, ONLY 1 STORE IN TOWN, AN IGA, 
‘THIS PLACE IS IN A "DRY COUNTY" BUT DOES HAVE A LIQUOR STORE, THE ONLY ONE 
IN-TOWN IN AN AIRCRAFT SHIPPING CONTAINER, HEAVENER IS A DIVISION POINT. 


WHAT MAKES THIS PLACE ATTRACTIVE TO ME IS THAT IT'S SURROUNDED BY 
MOUNTAINS! ANO AT NIGHT YOU CAN HEAR EVERY SOUND FROM EVERY DIRECTION, 
ALSO 17'S DARK, NO AMBIENT LIGHT, YOU CAN SEE EVERY STAR INTHE MILKY WAY. 
‘AND YOU CAN HEAR THE TRAINS COMING DOWN THE MOUNTAINS, ROLLING DOWN 
THE OUACHITA'S THEY SOUND AT THE PEAK WHICH IS 13 MILES AWAY. BONES AND 
I WenT up To KANSAS CITY AND HUNG OUT AT THE EAST END BY THEK.C.S. 
YARDS WORKING AT THE FL¥ING J TRUCK STOP POLISHING CHROME. STAVED A 
FEW OF DAYS AND CAUGHT BACK SOUTH, WENT TO SHREVEPORT, ACROSS TO 
Bossier CITV, AND CAUGHT A TRAIN EAST CROSSING THE REST OF LOUISIANA AND 
ROLLING INTO MISSISSIPPI! AND THE TOWNS OF VICKSBURG, JACKSON, AND 
MERIDIAN, HERE WE HAD TO GET A DIFFERENT TRAIN UP THE FORMER G.M. & O. 
ROUTE TO ARTESIA, AND CATCH A.LATE NIGHT LOCAL TO ABERDEEN. AT THIS 
POINT WE ENDED UP WALKING THE LAST 15 MILES TO AMORY. WE GOT PASSED BY 
A GUY IN.A TRUCK 5 TIMES, WHEN WE GOT To THE EDGE OF TOWN THIS GUY 
FINALLY STOPPED AND ASKED IF WE NEEDED A RIDE. | YELLED AT THE GUY "WE 
DON'T NEED A RIDE NOW, WERE HERE, WHY DIDN'T YOU STOP FURTHER BACK?" 


ANOTHER RIDE | HAVE TO TELL ABOUT WAS THE 1ST TIME I WENT To THE EAST 
COAST HOBO GATHERING, | HAD BEEN INVITED TO THIS EVENT BY THE SPONSOR, 
Rep BIRD EXPRESS, ONE OF OUR MANY KINGS OF THE HoBO'S. | WAS IN CHICAGO 


‘AND MADE IT TO THE CHICAGO STOCKYARDS, THE AREA IS ALSO KNOWN AS "BACK 
(OF THE YARDS" AND | SAT AT A MCDONALO'S DRINKING COFFEE AND EATING FRIES 
WHILE WATCHING CONRAIL, TRAIN AFTER TRAIN ROLLED BY, WHEN | FINALLY GOT 
UP THE NERVE TO CATCH THAT EVENING | WALKED OVER TO A STRETCH OF woaDs 
AND WAITED FOR A TRAIN TO STOP. THEN | CLIMBED ON BOARD AS THE TRAIN 
ROLLED THROUGH THE DANGEROUS NEIGHBORHOODS OF EAST CHICAGO, MICHIGAN 
CiTy, GARY, AND FINALLY ROLLED INTO ELKHART INDIANA. | EXPECTED THE TRAIN 
TO BREAK UP HERE, BUT IT CHANGED CREWS AND KEPT GOING, THE NEXT MORNING 
I WAS ROLLING THROUGH FOSTORIA OHIO AND ENDED UP IN COLLINWooD YARD 
EAST OF CLEVELAND. HERE | WAITED OUT A CREW CHANGE, AND A REFUELING TO 
GO FURTHER TO BUFFALO NEW YORK, WHERE | HAD TO CHANGE RAILROADS. 


‘A QUICK WALK THROUGH A DEPRESSED NEIGHBORHOOD TO CATCH THE DELAWARE 
‘& HUDSON RAILROAD AND HEAD OUT FOR BINGHAMTON. I KNEW WE WERE CLOSE 
“TO HALF WAY WHEN THE TRAIN SLOWED DOWN AND WE CROSSED THE GENNESSEE 
River GORGE IN WHICH FLOWS THE GENNESSEE RIVER, THIS [S ONE OF 11 RIVERS 
IN THE UNITED STATES THAT RUNS SOUTH TO NORTH, IT HAS THE MOST 
BEAUTIFUL WATERFALL, COMPARABLE TO NIAGARA FALLS, AND CENTRAL AFRICA'S 
VicTORIA FALLS, IT'S IN AN AREA THAT IS A VACATION SPOT FORTHE WEALTHY iN 
New YORK AND OTHER STATES. WE CONTINUED ON EAST WITH THE TRAIN 
ROLLING OVER JOINTED RAIL WITH A STEADY CLICKETY-CLACK JUST THE WAY IT'S 
DESCRIBED IN MOST OLD BOOKS ON THE SUBJECT OF RAILROADS, ROLLING ON AN 
ELEVATED RIGHT-OF-WAY SO BUILT AY CORNELIUS VANDERBILT WHEN HE BUILT 
‘THE PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD, AND OTHER RAILROADS THAT HE OWNED. RIDING 
HIGH OVER MANY CITIES AND TOWNS SO AS NOT TO HAVE RAIL CROSSINGS AND 
LOCK ROADS THAT ARE HEAVILY TRAVELED, AND ARE NEEDED TO BE CLEAR FOR 
EMERGENCY VEHICLES TO PASS THROUGH. 


ROLLING THROUGH BEAUTIFUL MOUNTAINS HEAVILY WOODED AND SOON WE WERE 
ROLLING THROUGH THE TOWN OF CORNING WHOSE INDUSTRY IS THE FAMOUS (oR 
INFMOUS AS THE CASE MAY 8€) CORNING WARE. WE ROLLED DOWN TO THE 
‘SUSQUEHANNA RIVER DOING SO MPH PARALLELING THE RIVER ANID THE TRACKS OF 
THE ERIE LACKAWANNA & WESTERN ALL THE WAY INTO BINGHAMTON AT WHICH 
POINT | BAILED OFF AND WALKED INTO TOWN TO EAT BREAKFAST AT ADINER. A 
DELICIOUS MEAL OF SCRAMBLED EGGS AND 'SCRAPPLE," WITH HOT SAUCE, AND 
SEVERAL CUPS OF SLIGHTLY WATERED DOWN COFFEE, | HOPE THE MANAGER DIDN'T 
‘SEE ME ADDING INSTANT COFFEE TO MAKE IT STRONGER, ANO IF HE DID | HOPE HE 
WASN'T INSULTED. I THEN GROSSED THE RIVER TO CONKLIN TO WAIT UNTILNOON 
To CATCH THE DELAWARE & HUDSON THROUGH THE FARMING COUNTRY OF 
‘SOUTHERN NEW YORK TO WIND THROUGH THE BERKSHIRE MOUNTAINS INTO 
ALLENTOWN PENNSYLVANIA. AT THIS POINT | WOULD LEAVE THE RAILS AND RIDE A 
BUS TO QUAKERTOWN, AND FINALLY HITCHHIKE TO PENNSBURG, FINALLY MAKING 
IT To THE EAST Coast HoBo GATHERING THAT REDBIRO EXPRESS ORGANIZED, 
HELD ON AN OUTDOOR ARBORETUM ON THE GROUNDS OF THE PERRKIOMENN 
PREPARATORY SCHOOL, SOMEPLACE I'D SUGGEST YOU (THE READER) SOMEDAY 
vistr. YOU WONT BE DISAPPOINTED! 


‘ONE YEAR I WAS IN LOUISVILLE KENTUOKY, | HAD RODE IN ON THE PADUCAH & 
LOUISVILLE RAILROAD (WHICH USED TO BE & ROUTE OF THE G.M.&O.) AND I was 
LOOKING TO CATCH INTO ILLINOIS SO I COULD GET EASILY OVER TO BRITT. | KNEW 
“THERE WAS & FORMER PENNCENTRAL ROUTE THAT WAS NOW BEING OPERATED BY 
THE LOUISVILLE & INDIANA RAILROAD AND | COULD RIOE IT UP TO INDIANAPOLIS, 
WORK DAY LABOR FOR A WEEK OR 2, POCKET A FEW HUNDRED, AND THEN HEAD 
(OUT For BRITT. HOWEVER I REALLY DIDN'T WANT TO GO THROUGH AVON, SO | 
‘CHECKED MY RAILROAD DIRECTORY, AND THE PHONE BOOK (THE INTERNET 
WASN'T AS PLENTIFUL AS IT IS NOW A DAVS) AND FOUND THAT THERE WAS & 
RAILROAD OPERATING A FORMER ILLINOIS CENTRAL ROUTE CALLED THE INDIANA 


Rainroan. 


RUNNING THE SAME OLD ROUTE IT WOULD TAKE ME TO EFFINGHAM ILLINOIS, THEN 
| COULD CATCH NORTH ON THE ILC. TO CHICAGO, AND WEST ON THE LM.RL. 
(FORMERLY THE MILWAUKEE RoaD) To BRITT. BUT THIS TIME | DECIDED To CATCH 
THIS LINE JUST TO SEE HOW T's BEING OPERATED, AND THEN I COULD ADD IT AS 
ANOTHER ENTRY INTO THE CREW CHANGE GUIDE, SO | WENT TO WHERE THE TRAIN 
YARD WAS LOCATED. WATCHING HOW THE CREWS MADE UP THE TRAIN | SAW THAT 
“THEY WERE USING REMOTE CONTROLS TO SWITCH THE YARD, IT TOOK MOST OF THE 
DAV TO MAKE UP THE WESTEOUND, WHEN IT LOOKED CLOSE TO TIME | GOT ON AN 
“APARTMENT GRAINER' AND WITHIN A COUPLE MORE HOURS WE PULLED OUT. THE 
TRAIN ROLLED ALONG AT 40 MPH AND WE MADE iT TO CREEK SIDE INDIANA (THE 
GREW CHANSE) AND FOUND AN EMPTY CABOOSE TO SLEEP IN, AFTER TALKING TO 
‘THE DISPATCHER | FOUND OUT THAT WE WERE 5 MILES FROM ROBINSON ILLINOIS I 
COULD HAVE GONE OVER AND VISITED WITH GAS CAN PADDY BUT I REALLY 
WANTED TO GET INTO EFFINGHAM. 


BRITT WAS LOOMING AND I NEEDED TO GET MOVING DOWN THE ROAD SO | GOT ON 
‘THE TRAIN THE FOLLOWING DAY AND HEADED OUT, WE MADE A LOT OF STOPS 
ALONG THE WAY SWITCHING CARS WITH OTHER RAILROADS BUT FINALLY GOT INTO 
EFFINGHAM, MosT |.C, TRAINS DON'T STOP HERE, BUT SOME DO STOP To SWITCH 
(OUT CARS AND BY 9:00 PM I WAS ON A NORTHBOUND TO CHICAO AND THUS. 
SWIFTLY SEEING THE FARMING PLAINS OF ILLINOIS, WITH A SHORT STOP IN 
CHAMPAIGN FoR & CREW CHANGE WE HEADED OUT To MARKHAM YARD. GETTING 
OFF HERE | CAUGHT A METRA COMMUTER OVER TO BENSENVILLE TO CATCH THE 
LM.R.L, THIS MEANT SITTING MOST OF THE DAY UNDER THE TRANSFER TRESTLE 
OF THE U.P. WAITING FOR THE IOWA TRAIN TO BE MADE UP. WHEN IT WAS DONE | 
WAITED FOR IT TO START ROLLING OUT OF THE YARD, | WAS YOUNG AND LIMBER AT 
THAT TIME IN MY LIFE AND CAUGHT THE TRAIN "ON THE FLY” AND WE MADE A 


‘SWIFT RUN WEST, FASTER THAN RIDING THE INDIANA RAILROAD AND MADE IT TO 
‘SAVANNAH, 


‘THE MOSQUITOES WERE REALLY BITING BAD BEING THAT CLOSE TO THE 
Mississippi RIVER, WE STARTED ACROSS AND MADE THE NORTHBOUND TURN AT 
‘SABULA IOWA HEADING UP THROUGH THE RIVER TOWNS OF CLINTON, DUBLQUE, 
‘AND ROLLING INTO MARQUETTE WHERE WE TURNED WEST AGAIN AND PARKED IN 
‘THE YARD. THIS MEANT A 12 HOUR WAIT UNTIL WE GOT A NEW CREW, THEN WE 
PULLED WEST AND CLINBED THE “STAIRCASE” TO THE TOP OF THE BLUFFS, I'VE 
BEEN THROUGH HORSESHOE CURVE IN PENNSYLVANIA BUT IN THIS PART OF LOWA 
‘THE "STAIRCASE" IS ACTUALLY A CONNECTION OF 4 HORSESHOES. MOST OF THE 
DAY WE MADE A SWIFT TRIP ACROSS EASTERN IOWA ROLLING THROUGH CHARLES 
Ciry, New HAMPTON, AND INTO MASON CITY, THIS LEFT ME WITH 2 CHOICES, 
EITHER HITCHIKE INTO BRITT, OR RIDE THE LOCAL INTO BRITT, INSTEAD OF A 
“SHOE LEATHER’ TRIP | CHOSE TO WAIT ON THE "GRAIN LOCAL" AND RODE THE 
LAST 32 MILES TO BRITT IN TIME FOR THE EVENING FESTIVITIES, AS SOON AS THE 
TRAIN STOPPED | CLIMBED OFF AND WAS GREETED BY FRISCO JACK WHO SAID “YoU 
REALLY RODE TO TOWN ON A TRAIN". TO WHICH | REPLIED "ISN'T THAT WHAT A 
HOBO Is SUPPOSED TO 00? 


ANOTHER TIME AFTER THE NATIONAL HOBO CONVENTION I TRAVELED WITH A 
RETIRED HOBO NAMED HOBO SLC DOWN To BALDWIN CITY KANSAS TO ATTEND 
AN AFTER BRITT HOBO EVENT CALLED BALDWIN CiTy HoBo Days. LiseRTy 
JUSTICE STARTED THIS EVENT IN CONJUNCTION WITH THE BALDWIN Crty RAILWAY 
AND HAD BUILT A TRAILER OUT OF THE BED OF AN OLD CHEVY TRUCK, WE TRAILED 
HIM INTO Des Moines lowa. His TRAILER WAS BOUNCING ALL OVER THE ROAD, 


ABOUT TO THROW THE HOME-BLILT CABIN ONTO THE HIGHWAY, WE FINALLY 
PULLED HIM OVER AND HELPED TIE THE SUSPENSION DOWN WITH A BOXCAR TIE 
STRAP TO GET HIM INTO BALDWIN CITY. THE TOWN WAS TRUE SMALL TOWN 


KANSAS WITH A SCENIC RAILROAD THAT ALLOWED US TO USE ANY CAR TO SET UP 
IN, WHICH CAME IN HANDY BECAUSE AS SOON AS WE HIT TOWN A FREAK 
HAILSTORM BLEW IN AND PELTED US ALL, So WE TOOK REFUGE IN A WOODEN 
READING RAILROAD CABOOSE, THE HAIL CONTINUED FOR AN HOUR AND A HALF, WE 
HOPED THIS WOULD BE THE LAST OF IT'SO WE SET UP A TRUE Hogo JUNGLE 
FURTHER DOWN THE TRACKS. COMPLETE WITH A FIRE PIT MADE FROM A TRUCK 
RIM AND USED THE GANDYDANCER CAMP CARS TO SLEEP IN, GOOD THING 700, 
DURING ONE OF THE TRAIN RIDES ANOTHER HAILSTORM BLEW IN RIGHT AFTER THE 
‘TRAIN DERAILED. 


‘THIS WHOLE THING WAS SET UP FOR PUBLIC EDUCATION, AND WAS ADVERTISED IN 
‘THE KANSAS CITY STAR NEWSPAPER, AS WELL AS ON A LOCAL TV STATION. THIS 
WAS DURING THE YEAR THAT SIDE DOOR PULLMAN KiD WAS ELECTED KING OF THE 
HoB0's, 1994, ALSO IN ATTENDANCE WAS 1988 KING OF THE HOBO'S FISHBONES, 
Ano S TIME ELECTED KING oF THe Hono's STEAMTRAN Maury GRayaM ALL 3 
OF THEM SLEPT IN A CABOOSE. LIBERTY JUSTICE BUGGED THE CABOOSE WITH A 
“TAPE-RECORDER TO TRY TO GAIN INSPIRATION FOR HIMSELF SEEING TWAT HE WAS 
A SINGER-EONGWHITER TRYING TO GET A CAREER IN MUSIC GOING. IT WAS DURING 
‘THIS EVENT THAT SIDEDOOR PULLMAN KID DUBBED ME A GRAND DUKE OF THE 
Hoso's, EVENTUALLY LIBERTY JUSTICE WAS CROWNED KING OF THE HoBo's 5 
‘YEARS LATER. AND FINALLY RODE A COUPLE OF FREIGHT TRAINS, RIGHT AFTER THIS 
EVENT | GOT A RIDE BACK TO KANSAS CITY AND WAITED AT THE EAST END TO 
(CATCH A NORTHBOUND ON THE C.N.W. UP THROUGH Des MOINES AND INTO. 
‘SOUTH ST. PAUL. THIS ROUTE WAS ORIGINALLY OPERATED BY THE ROCK ISLAND 
RAILROAD AND WAS FREQUENTED QUITE OFTEN BY HOBO'S COMING OFF THE 
HIGHLINE AND HEADING SOUTH WITHOUT GOING THROUGH CHICAGO. AND THIS IS 
WHY KANSAS CITY BECAME A HUGE HOBO HANGOUT, MANY TIMES HAVE | SPENT 
UNDER "THE HIGHLINE", AN OVERHEAD RAIL ROUTE THAT TRAINS WOULD TRANSFER 
BETWEEN EACH OTHER. AN EASY PLACE TO CATCH OUT WEST ON EITHER THE U.P, 


OR THE ROCK ISLAND/COTTON BELT, AS WELL AS GETTING A RIDE DOWN To THE" 
katy"! 


I'M GLAD | WAS ABLE TO LIVE DURING THIS TIME, TRUE BROTHERHOOD BETWEEN 
HOBO'S AND RAILROADERS, SLOWER TRAINS, CABOOSES, PREPRINTED ORDERS, AND 
EVERYONE RESPECTED & Ho30 JUNGLE. THE ONE UNDER “THE HIGHLNE" ALWAYS. 
‘STAYED CLEAN, AN AMPLE AMOUNT OF WOOD, X-TRA WATER, A "CACHE" OF FOOD 
INSIDE AN OLD BATTERY BOX, AND NOBODY ‘SHITTING WHERE THEY LIVE" LIKE SO 
MANY HOMELESS CAMP'S ALL OVER THE COUNTRY. COMMON SENSE AND SELF 
RESPECT WERE PREVALENT THEN, SOMEWHERE IT WAS LOST AND NEEDS TO 
RETURN! DECENCY IS ANOTHER FACTOR WITH THE HOBO LIFE, AS WELL AS DRESS, 


BUT LIKE | SAID IN THE OPENING PRELUDE THE CULTURE EVOLVES, OLD-TIMERS 
USED To TRAVEL DRESSED IN BLACK GLOTHES MORE OFTEN GAINED FROM THE 


FACT THAT THE QUICKEST WORK TO FIND WAS THAT OF BEING AN UNDERTAKER. 
DIGGING GRAVES, BURYING UNKNOWN PEOPLE IN THE "POTTERS FIELD’, MOST 
HOBO'S OF THAT DAY (AND THIS SEEMS KIND OF MORBID) WOULD EXCHANGE 
CLOTHES WITH THOSE THEY WOULD BURY. DRESSING THE DEAD WITH THEIR WORN 
OUT CLOTHES, AND PUTTING ON THE NEW CLOTHES SUPPLIED FOR THE DEAD TO 8E 
‘BURIED IN. THUS THE OLD-TIMERS ALWAYS WORE BLACK, LATER THIS CHANGED TO 
ANY USED CLOTHES BASICALLY SUPPLIED BY THE PRIVATE SOCIAL SERVICE 
AGENCIES ORGANIZED BY MANY DIFFERENT CHURCHES ACROSS THE COUNTRY. 
‘AGENCIES LIKE SALVATION ARMY, OR ST. VINCENT DE PAUL, OR GOODWILL, IN MY 
DAYS THE BEST THING TO ATTAIN WAS BLUEJEANS, THEY COULD BE WORN A LONG 
‘TIME, AND GO THOUSANDS OF MILES. BUT NOW THE YOUNG HOBO'S ARE 
RETURNING TO WEARING ALL BLACK, BLENDING INTO THE SHADOWS OF THE NIGHT 
WHICH IS USUALLY WHEN THEY CATCH-OUT, AND WHICH IS THE BEST TIME TO DO 
so. 


Be THAT AS IT MAY WHEN HITTING THE TOWN IT's ALWAYS EST TO HAVE CLEAN 


CLOTHES CARRIED IN YOUR PACK TO VENTURE OFF THE YARD AND HIT THE TOWN, 
‘THUS TO BLEND IN WITH THE LOCALS. BUT ASIDE FROM PUBLIC APPEARANCE IT’S. 
ALSO ABOUT HOW YOU REPRESENT YOUR GROUP AS A WHOLE, HOBO'S USUALLY 
GUARD THENSELVES WHEN BEING LOOKED AT BY THE GENERAL PUBLIC, ANO YET 
REPRESENTATION OF THE HOBO NATION IS ALWAYS A MUST. THE PROBLEM HERE 
1S THE GENERAL PUBLIC, WITH "TRAVELING CLOTHES" BEING THE FIRST ITEM BEING 
LOOKED AT THE PUBLIC CONSIDERS HO80'S TO BE THE SAME AS THE LOCAL 
"HOMEGUARD". PUBLIC APPEARANCE!, BUT ALSO THE LOCAL CONSTABULITORY 
(CrAL-GuMsHOE, TOWN CLOWN, OR POLICE, WHATEVER TERM YOU WISH TO USE) 
THEY'RE ALWAYS 4 SUSPICIOUS LOT WITH US. 


Hogo's ALWAYS GUARD THEMSELVES LIKE ANVONE ELSE, THERE ARE THINGS IN 
EVERYONE'S LIFE THAT IS PERSONAL, THINGS THAT ARE NOT SHARED WITH ANYONE 
‘BUT THEMSELVES. AND IT'S THE SAME THING WITH THIS SO CALLED CIVILIZED 
SOCIETY, PUBLIC OR POLICE, THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN PUBLIC AND PRIVATE IS & 
STICKY POINT. HOBOES ARE NOT CONSIDERED INTO THE EQUATION, AS IF THERE'S 
ONE LAW FOR THE SO CALLED CIVILIZED SOCIETY, AND ANOTHER LAW FOR HOBO'S, 
This 18 BEING 2 FACED, 'VE ALWAYS IDENTIFIED WiTH MOVIE AND T.V. STARS IN 
‘THIS ASPECT. ALTHOUGH THEY ARE ALMOST ALWAYS IN THE PUBLIC EVE AND YET 
“THERE ARE THINGS THAT ARE PERSONAL, PIECES OF THEIR LIVES THAT ARE JUST 
FOR THEM, THE PUBLIC AND PAPARAZZI DOES NOT RESPECT THIS AND 
CONSTANTLY HOUNDS THEM. FOR HOBO'S THEIR LIVES ARE IN 2 ASPECTS, ONE 1S 
(MADE PUBLIC WHEN THEY JUMP OFF A TRAIN IN A TOWN, THE OTHER IS FOR THEM 
WHEN THEY 60 BACK TO THEIR JUNGLE (OR THEIR HOME), THE PUBLIC AND POLICE 
ARE THE HOEO'S PAPARAZZI. ALWAYS HOUNDING THEM, AND USING LIES AND 
PREJUDICE TO CONSIDER THEM, AND TREATING THEIR HOME (THE JUNGLE) AS IF 
‘THEY HAVE NO RIGHT TO HAVE A PRIVATE SPACE, PUBLIC IMAGE, PRIVATE 
LIFE, AND RESPECT, ONCE AGAIN NEVER CONSIDERED, AAAAAAH GEEZE, HERE | 
GO AGAIN, PREACHING A SERMON! 


‘THEN THERE'S THE TIME I was IN DENVER COLORADO AND WAS TRYING TO FIGURE 
OUT A SHORTCUT TO GET TO KANSAS CITY WITHOUT GOING THROUGH PUEBLO, IF I 
DID IT WOULD MEAN RIDING BURLINGTON NORTHERN DOWN AND THEN TRADING 
OVER TO THE RIO GRANDE RIDING INTO FIRST HO‘SINGTON; HERRINGTON, AND 
FINALLY KANSAS CITY. BUT | DIDN'T WANT 70 00 ALL THAT, | FIGURED THERE HAD 
TO BE AWAY TO CUT THE MILEAGE, HENCE ASKING QUESTIONS, | WENT TO THE 
Rock ISLAND YARD AND ASKED SOME OF THE HOBO'S THERE, AND FOUND OUT 
ABOUT RIDING THE KANSAS PACIFIC. THE U.P. WAS RUNNING THIS ROUTE INTO 
‘TOPEKA, SO | FOLLOWED DIRECTIONS TO THE KANSAS PACIFIC YARD AND FOUND 
(OUT THAT THE NEXT TRAIN EAST WASN'T SCHEDULED TO LEAVE UNTIL 6:00 PM. So 
I SPENT THEDAY AT THE COLORADO ROCKIES STADIUM, AND AT THEIR BEER 
GARDEN DRINKING ROCKY MOUNTAIN HIGH, THEIR FLAGSHIP BREW, AT 4:30 PM | 
BEGAN THE LONG WALK BACK TO THE YARD AND BOARDED THE TRAIN RIDING EAST 
IN THE EMPTY REFRIGERATION COMPARTMENT OF A BOXCAR, IT ROLLED EAST PAST 
‘THE CARSHOPS WITH ENOUGH EVENING SUN TO LIGHT UP THE ORIGINAL K.P. LOGO, 
(COMPLETE WITH THE LONGHORN HEAD AND WIDELY STRETCHED HORNS, IN. 
BETWEEN WHICH HUNG THE SHEILD OF THE UNION PaciFic, 


‘THE TRAIN ROLLS EAST AND PARALLELS THE WAGON TRAIN RUTS OF THE MORMON 
DRIVE, RUNNING FROM DENVER To CHEVENNE WELLS, AND INTO WICHITA, SLOWLY 
ROLLING HILLS, BUT THE FREAKY THING ABOUT IT WAS AFTER LOOKING DOWN | 
‘SAW MOST OF THE TIES WERE JUST SPLINTERS. STILL IT WAS A SLOW LAZY ROLL 
INTO CHEYENNE WELLs AND THE CREW CHANGE, BY THE TIME | GOT THERE! WAS 
EXTREMELY HUNGRY AND WENT LOOKING FOR A GROCERY STORE, AN IGA WAS 
NEARBY, BUT | FOUND THEIR DUMPSTER INSTEAD. AND INSIDE WAS 3 FIPE 
\WATERMELONS SO | GRABBED ONE OF THEM AND HEADED BACK TO THE TRAIN AND 
RODE AN EMPTY LUMBER CAR SPITTING WATERMELON SEEDS ALL THE WAY INTO 
‘SALINA, THE PROBLEM WITH EATING THAT NUCH WATERMELON AND NOTHING ELSE 


IS THAT | ENDED UP WITH "THE HERSHEY SQUIRTS" FOR THE NEXT 3 DAYS, LIVE 
AND LEARN! WHEN I FINALLY CAUGHT OUT IT WAS EVENING AND | RODE AN 
ENPTY BOXCAR INTO KANSAS CrTv's ARMOURDALE YARD, BEAT IT OFF THE TRAIN 
AND YARDS ON OVER TO THE KAW RIVER WHERE HOBO JUNGLES STILL EXIST. IT 
WAS HIGH TEMPERATURES OF 90° AND OVERNIGHT LOWS OF 80°, GREAT WEATHER 
FOR WASHING CLOTHES AND GREAT FOR ME'SEEING | WAS STILL SUFFERING WITH 
ANOTHER BOUT OF THE "HERSHEY SquiRTs", NEVER WILL | EAT THAT MUCH 
WATERMELON AGAIN! 


‘ONE SUMMER I SPENT ROAMING AROUND THE DEEP SOUTH, AHHHHH, WHAT A 
PARADISE, EVERYTHING FROM MOBILE ALABAMA TO BILOXI MISSISSIPPI, 'VE 
WINTERED HERE MANY TIMES, MOST OF THE BLUE COLLAR FOLKS DOWN HERE 
ACCEPT HOBO'S AS A FACT OF LIFE, A TRUE CULTURAL GROUP, THE BIRTHPLACE OF 
‘THE BLUES, THAT WORD CALLS UP IMAGES GF SOME PERSON WAILING ABOUT HOW 
LIFE HAS TREATED THEM BADLY, AND MAKING DEALS WITH THE DEVIL, BUT MANY 
HOBO'S END UP WITH LIFE DOWN HERE ENJOYING THE WARNITH OF PEOPLE 
ACCEPTING HOBO'S AS THEY ARE, NO PREJUDICED IDEAS OR LIES. AND CERTAINLY 
No" YESGS" (ALSO CALLED PANHANDLERS), TRUE THERE ARE PANHANDLERS IN 
‘THE SOUTH BUT THEY DON'T "LEECH" OFF EACH OTHER LIKE THEY D0 UP IN THE 
NORTH, HOBO'S ARE RECOGNIZED AS HONEST WORKING PEOPLE. 


| CAME ACROSS THE MIDDLE NORTH OF LOUISIANA CATCHING THE MIDSOUTH 
FROM BOSSIER CITY THROUGH TO MONROE, WHERE | JUMPED OFF, (NEAR THE 
‘STOCKVARDS) THERE WAS A PALLET REBUILDING COMPANY THAT IS OWNED BY A 
FAMILY WHO ARE AMERICANS OF AFRICAN DESCENT (IF YOU WANT TO BE TRULY 
POLITICALLY CORRECT) WHO WILL EMPLOY ANY HOBO WHO ASKS THEM. | HAD 
BUILT UP SEVERAL YEARS OF COMING TO TOWN AND WORKING FOR THEM, THIS 
ALWAYS PISSED-OFF MANY OF THE WHITE POWER FOLKS IN TOWN, ALTHOUGH THEY 


DIDN'T DARE COME DOWN TO THE TRACKS WHICH BOARDED THE "BOTTOMS' 
(wiicH 1s V.F.W.-Very Few WHITES)! THIS FAMILY ALWAYS TREATS "THEIR 
Hoso's" (AS THEY LIKE TO SAY IT) AS FAMILY AND EVERY SATURDAY THEY WOULD 
‘SERVE BBQ'ED PULLED Pork, AND WOULD SING, OR PLAY THE BLUES UNTIL TO 
EARLY HOURS OF THE MORNING. 


IT WAS JUST LIKE COMING HOME TO A FAMILY YOU NEVER KNEW YOU HAD, THEY 
WOULD FEED US, AND WE WOULD ENTERTAIN WITH OUR ROAD STORIES, THERE'S NO 
WAY TO SEE THIS ON TV, OR HEAR IT ON THE RADIO. THEY WOULD LOOK FORWARD 
‘TO ANY HOBO CONING TO TOWN, AND WOULD SEE US OFF TO CATCH OUR 
RESPECTIVE TRAINS, THIS TIME | LOADED UP MY PAY AND SEVERAL POUNDS OF 
BBQ'cp PULLED Pork, AND SPENT THE NEXT FEW WETKS ROAMING ON THE 
MoSouTH, LOUISVILLE & NASHVILLE, ILLINOIS CENTRAL GULF, CENTRAL 
RAILWAY OF GEORGIA, FRISCO, AND THE SOUTHERN TO ROLL ACROSS MISSISSIPPI, 
AvapaMa, AND GEORGIA. THE GREAT SOUTHERN FOREST IS STILL A PLEASANT 
RIDE, ESPECIALLY AT NIGHT WHEN IT'S COOLER, THE FOREST DARK, AND EVERY 
LIVING THING IS CALLING OUT, NOISES ABOUND FROM EVERY DIRECTION. | CAN 
IMAGINE SOME SCRIPT WRITER CREATING A THOUSAND STORIES 10 BE TURNED 
INTO MOVIES FOR MGM, WARNER BROTHERS, OR PARAMOUNT (TO NAME 4 FEW)! 


ANOTHER TIME | WAS IN RICHMOND VIRGINIA LOOKING TO CATCH OUT BACK TO 
MEMPHIS TENNESSEE, | WAS SITTING BEHIND THE GREYHOUND BUS STATION 
LOOKING AT THE C.S.X. ENGINEHOUSE. WATCHING AS A WESTBOUND WAS BEING 
MADE UP, SEVERAL OF THE CARS WERE FROM WESTERN RAILROADS AND | SAW 6 
LOCOMOTIVES BEING ADDED, THE FRONT 2 WERE FROM UNION PaciFic KNOWING 
‘THAT THIS WOULD BE GOING THROUGH TO MEMPHIS | QUICKLY SPIED THE CAR | 
WANTED TO RIDE, THEN LOCKED MY GEAR IN A LOCKER IN THE BUS STATION SO I 
WOULDN'T LOOK LIKE A TRAIN RIDER. | MUST HAVE WAITED 5 MORE HOURS UNTIL I 


‘SAW THE CREW BEING ROLLED TO THE TRAIN, IT WAS THEN THAT | GOT MY SEAR 
OUT OF THE LOCKER AND GOT ONBOARD. THIS TRAIN ROLLED THROUGH THE 
MOUNTAINS ALL NIGHT, WHEELS SQUEALING, ECHOING THROUGH THE MOUNTAINS 
AND CANYONS, EARLY IN THE MORNING WE CROSSED THE RIVER AT HARPER'S 
Ferny. | WAS TOLD BY AN OLD-TIME HOBO THAT THERE WAS A HOBO JUNGLE AT 
‘THE BRIDGE CROSSING, AND THERE IS ANOTHER IN THE RAILROAD Y.M.C.A, 
‘SOMEWHERE IN ThE BASEMENT. 


YoU CAN'T JUNGLE AT THE BRIDGE ANYMORE BECAUSE PART OF THE BRIDGE IS A 
BICYCLE TRAIL, BUT THE"Y" STILL HAS A BASEMENT AREA THAT HAS BEDS AND 
PLACES WHERE THE OLD-TIMERS SIGNED THEIR MONIKERS. I'VE STOPPED AND 
LOOKED THIS PLACE OVER, THERE IS A TUNNEL FROM THE "Y" THAT RUNS 
UNDERGROUND TO THE UNDERSIDE OF THE BRIDGE WHERE THE OLD HOBOES USED 
TO CAMP AND CATCH OUT. ON THIS TRIP HOWEVER WE CONTINUED WEST AND 
‘STOPPED FOR OUR CREW CHANGE AT OAK RIDGE TENNESSEE NEXT TO THE 
NucLEAR WEAPOs Las, DAMN, I THOUGHT | WAS TO BE ARRESTED AND 50 
AVIAY FOR ALONG TIME. THE TRAIN STAYED HERE FOR 6 HOURS AND AS THE SUN 
WAS RISING WE PULLED OUT, FOR A MINUTE | SWEAR I SAW THE F-117 STEALTH 
FIGHTER AT AN AIRFIELD PARALLELING THE TRACKS, AS WE ROLLED TOWARDS 
KNOXVILLE | KEPT WAITING FOR THE FIGHTERS TO SWOOP IN AND BOMB THE 
“TRAIN. WE KEPT ROLLING WEST AND FINALLY MADE IT TO CHATTANOGGA, | 
DECIDED TO GET OFF AND TAKE A REST, AFTER THAT STOP IN OAK RIDSE | NEEDED 
‘TO GET A QUART GR 2 OF MOONSHINE TO SETTLE MY NERVES. PLUS CAMP AND 
FisH ON THE TENNESSEE RIVER FOR AWHILE, IT WAS WHILE CAMPING UNDER THE 
RIVER BRIDGE THAT | NOTICED THE ACTIVITY, THE TRAIN WOULD STOP BEFORE 
CROSSING THE BRIDGE. 


‘SO TT LOOKED LIKE | HAD AN EASY CATCH HERE, I ROARDED AN INTERMODAL WHICH 
ROLLED OUT GOING TO NASHVILLE, BUT AS OPPOSED TO GOING INTO THE YARD ON 
“THE SOUTH SIDE OF TOWN, IT INSTEAD CHANGED CREWS DOWNTOWN AT A 
NIGHTOLUB | USED TO DO JANITORIAL WORK AT CALLED "Tie CANNERY.” WE 
CONTINUED TO ROLL WEST AND AS WE PASSED BY THE NIGHTCLUB | LISTENED AS 
MERLE HAGGARD WAS PLAYING AN OUTDOOR CONCERT, "THE HAG" SERENADED 
‘ME OUT OF TOWN WHICH IS ONLY RIGHT SEEING AS MERLE HAGGARD (IN His 
YOUNGER VEARS) WAS ALSO A HOO! WELL THIS WAS TURNING CUT To BE A GREAT 
RIDE FOR MEAS NO-ONE COULD HAVE SET IT UP THIS GOOD, THIS LEFT ME TO DOZE 
“THROUGH THE RIDE WEST, AND THE CREW CHANGE IN BRUCETON, AS WE PULLED 
INTO Mempiis | GOT OFF THE TRAIN AND CAUGHT A CITY BUS AND WENT To BEAL 
‘STREET TO THE BLUE DALIA LOUNGE, THE SAME LOUNGE THAT AUSTIN JOHN USED 
TO SING ABOUT, AND WHO SHOULD | RUN INTO BUT MERLE HAGGARO WHO 
PROMPTLY ASKED "DIDN'T | SEE YOU RIDING ON A TRAIN LAST NIGHT IN 
NASHVILLE?" | SPENT THE REST OF THAT NIGHT TRADING ROAD STORIES WITH HIM 
HOBO TO HOBO, ANO I'LL REMEMBER THAT NIGHT AS LONG AS I LIVE, WHAT A 
memory! 


‘ONE YEAR AFTER THE NATIONAL HOBO CONVENTION | MADE MY WAY UP TO 
MINNEAPOLIS LOOKING TO TAKE THE “BACK Doo" To THE HIGHLINE. THIS 
COMPRISES HEADING TO THE SOO/CP BROOKLYN YARD TO CATCH UP 2 DIVISION 
POINTS TO THE SOUTH SIDE OF MINOT N.D. WHERE THE TRAIN SETS OFF CARS. 
‘AND THEN GDING TO THE ABANDONED WAREHOUSES TO CATCH THE BURLINGTON 
NORTHERN WHEN IT STOPS TO CHANGE CREWS AT THE AMTRAK STATION. BUT 
‘THIS TIME | STOPPED TO VISIT WITH HOBO'S WHO HAD LEFT THE CONVENTION TO 
HEAD BACK TO THEIR RESPECTIVE HOMES. | VISITED WITH QUEEN MINNEAPOLIS 
JEWEL WHO HAD ROD SYKORA AT HER HOUSE, HE HAD AGREED TO RIDE THE 
HIGHLINE WITH THE CoLLINWOOD KiD, BUT AT THE LAST MINUTE BACKED OUT. | 
OVERHEARD THE PHONE CALL AND VOLUNTEERED TO TAKE ROD'S PLACE ON THIS 


‘TRIP AND TALKED WITH COLLINWOOD, HE ASKED ME TO COME BACK INTO CHICAGO. 
BUT | TOLD HIM I'M HEADING WEST AND GOING To CHICAGO WOULD MEAN I'D HAVE 
‘TO BACKTRACK WHICH | WASN'T INCLINED TO DO. | SAID IF HE WOULD MEET ME AT 
La CROSSE I WOULD RIDE WITH HIM To THE HIGHLINE, FOR ME IT WAS AN EASY 
CATCH BACK TO LA CROSSE ON B.N. BUT IT ALSO MEANT CAMPING QUT WITH THE 
Wisconsin MOSQUITOS, | ENDURED 2 DAYS AND NIGHTS OF THE WISCONSIN, 
NATIONAL AIR FORCE, THEY HAD A VORACIOUS APPETITE, COLLINWOOD SHOWED 
UP ON THE THIRD DAY AT THE AMTRAK DEPOT, EVIDENTLY HE HAD HIS OWN 
‘TROUBLE GETTING TO LA GROSSE TOO. IF YOU ASK HIM HE'LL TELL YOU HIS OWN 
‘TALE OF HOW HE GOT THERE, ANYWAY WE INMEDIATELY WENT OYER TO "GRAND 
JUNCTION" ViHICH IS UNDER A CITY BRIDGE, AND WHERE EVERYONE GOING WEST 
CATCHES B.N. (Now BIN.S.F,) AND WAITED ON AN INTERMODAL. 


[TOLD HIM IT WAS BETTER TO CATCH THE TRAIN FROM HERE AND RIDE IT 
STRAIGHT THRU NORTHTOWN, WHICH WE THEN ACCOMPLISHED GOING THRU AFTER 
‘SUNSET. WE ROLLED THRU THE NIGHT GOING THRU FARGO AND UP TO MINOT, WE 
STOPPED OUTSIDE OF THE VARD WAITING FOR A TRAIN TO ROLL BY AFTER WHICH 
WE ROLLED INTO MINOT FOR THE CREW CHANGE AT THE ANTRAK STATION. THEN 
WE ROLLED FURTHER WEST CROSSING WESTERN NORTH DAKOTA AND EASTERN 
MONTANA, FLAT AND BORING ALL THE WAY INTO GLASGOW, WE HAD 4 5 HOUR. 
WAIT HERE BECAUSE THE ONLY MOTEL IS IN SHELBY. So | SPENT AN HOUR 
LOOKING FOR WATER SEEING WE RAN QUT DURING THE HOTTEST TIME OF THE DAY, 
WE THEN ROLLED FURTHER WEST HEADING OUT FOR HAVRE. THE YARD HERE IS 
ONLY 4 MILES FROM THE CANADIAN BORDER, WE SAW MORE BORDER PATROL 
‘THAN ANYONE ELSE, WE STASHED OUR GEAR AND WENT LOOKING FOR A STORE TO 
“GRUB-UP" AND THEN WALKED BACK TO THE VARD, IT WAS THEN THAT WE CAME 
ACROSS MINNEAPOLIS JEWELS MONIKER AND HER "LOVE THOSE HOBO MEN" 

POEM, SHE WROTE THIS ON THE WALL OF A BUSINESS WHICH WAS FACING THE 
YARD BACK WHEN SHE AND New YoRK RON RODE THE HIGHLINE TOGETHER, 


We THEN CAUGHT A TRAIN OUT oF HAVRE STRAIGHT THRU SHELBY INTO 
WHITEFISH, COLLINWODD WANTED TO CATCH A TRAIN DOWN TO GREAT FALLS BUT 
WE HAD TO GET INTO WHITEFISH FiRST. IT'S THERE THAT THE TRAIN TO GREAT 
FALLS IS MADE UP, AFTER MAKING IT To WHITEFISH WE LEARNED THAT THE GREAT 
FALLS TRAIN HAD ALREADY LEFT $0 WE PITCHED CAMP ON THE R.I.P, TRACK. AND 
WAITED UNTIL THE NEXT DAY, WE CAUGHT THE FIRST THING SMOKING SACK EAST 
ONLY TO FIND OUT THAT OUR TRAIN WAS A LOCAL DROPPING OFF CARS AND 
HEADING FURTHER EAST. SO WE BAILED HERE AND WAITED FOR THE GREAT FALLS 
‘TRAIN TO CATCH UP WITH US, COLLINWOOD WANTED To GO DUMPSTER DiviING so 
WE WENT ACROSS THE STREET TO THE LOCAL IGA AN WHILE | WAS IN THE 
DUMPSTER THE STORE MANAGER CAME OUT AND RAN US OFF, BUT I WAS. 
DETERMINED AND WENT BACK, WE ENDED UP GETTING APPLES, 3 SHEET CAKES, 
AND 137 CANS OF DISCARDED SODA, WE COULDN'T CARRY ALL THAT "BOOTY" ON 
‘THE TRAIN SO WE STACKED MOST OF IT UP AT THE CATCH-OUT SPOT FOR THE NEXT 
HOBO THAT MIGHT COME THRU. 


COLLINWOOD AND | CAUGHT THE GREAT FALLS TRAIN AND MADE A SWIFT RUN 
DOWN, HE THEN WENT TO RENT-AWRECK AND LEASED A CAR TO DRIVE TO DEER 
Lope. THERE IS & STATE PRISON THERE AND RON WAS DOING TIME THERE, AND 
WE WENT THERE TO VISIT WITH HIM, WHEN WE GOT THERE WE FOUND OUT THAT 
RON WAS IN THE SHU (THE JAIL WITHIN THE PRISON) SO THAT LEFT US WITH A 
LONG RIDE BACK 70 HELENA. COLLINWOOD WANTED To SEE Goo's LOVE, THE 
FAMOUS MISSION THAT MANY HOBO'S HAD ALWAYS MENTIONED, WE STAYED 
OVERNIGHT THERE AND HEADED BACK TO GREAT FALLS THE NEXT DAY TO TURN 
“THE CAR BACK IN, AND CATCH THE WHITEFISH TRAIN. INE FOUND OUT THAT THE 
TRAIN HAD ALREADY LEFT AND WE HAD TO WAIT UNTIL THE NEXT DAY. SO WE 
CAMPED AT THE NORTH END AND SLEPT UNTIL MORNING, WE THEN CAUGHT THE 
TRAIN AND ROLLED FAST INTO WHITEFISH, | WAS ALL FOR CATCHING OUT AGAIN 


BUT COLLINWOOD WANTED 70 GO SIGHTSEEING. HE WANTED TO FIND A PLACE 
GALLED Rocky MOUNTAIN PIZZA THAT AD MAN SAID WAS THERE. 


BUT No SUCH LUCK, EVIDENTLY THE BUSINESS WAS NO LONGER IN OPERATION, BUT 
THAT DIDN'T STOP US FROM LOOKING AROUND TOWN. WHITEFISH HAD GONE FROM 
‘A SMALL TOWN DIVISION POINT To "YUPPIEVILLE” AND IT MADE ME 
UNCOMFORTABLE SO WE WENT THE PASSENGER STATION, AMTRAK IS HOUSED IN 
‘THE OLD GREAT NORTHERN STATION WHICH RESEMBLES AN ISAAC WaLTON 
LODGE, WE S°ENT THE AFTERNOON IN THAT STATION AND TALKED TO GYPSY 
MOON ON THE PHONE. WHEN A TRAIN PULLED UP OUTSIDE, AND A ROXCAR WAS 
SITTING PARALLEL TO THE DOOR, THAT ONLY LEFT A COUPLE THINGS TO DO, HANG 
UP THE PHONE, PICK UP OUR GEAR, AND GET ONBOARD, WE CLIMBED ON THE TRAIN 
RIGHT IN FRONT OF THE AMTRAK AGENT WHO JUST STARED AT US UNDELII 
We RODE THRU FLATHEAD TUNNEL WHICH IS 5 WILES LONG, AND HAS A WALL 
MOUNTED LIGHT EVERY 1/4 MILE, AND WE CAME OUT THE CTHER END DOING 60 
MILES AN HOUR. MAKING IT TO GLENDIVE WHICH IS AT THE TOP OF THE 
CONTINENTAL DiviDE. NOW WE WOULD REALLY ROLL DOWN THE MOUNTAINS. 
WHEELS SCREECHING, WIND SLOWING, AND BRAKES BURNING, ALL THE WAY INTO. 
PUGET SOUND WHERE THE TRAIN BROKE UP, PART OF IT GOING UP TO ASTORIA. 
WELL | DECIDED To BED DOWN FOR THE NIGHT So | CRAWLED UP ON A RAILROAD 
ABUTMENT AND ROLLED OUT, COLLINWOOD WANTED ME TO LOOK AT A PLACE HE 
DISCOVERED ON THE HILLSIDE. So | TOLD HIM "MAMA DIDN'T RAISE ME TO BE A 
MOUNTAIN GOAT" AND CONVINCED HIM TO GET ON THE ABUTMENT WITH ME 
LETTING HiM KNOW THAT PUGET SOUND HAS HEAVY FOG THAT ROLLS IN 
(OVERNIGHT, ADD 70 THAT IT RAINS HEAVILY, 


/ADLY. 


| HAD A WATERPROOF EXTREME COLD SLEEPING BAG BUT COLLINWOOD DIDN'T, AS 
HE ROLLED OUT HE ASKED "WHAT IF | ROLL OFF QVERNIGHT?", TO WHICH | REPLIED 


“WELL YOU'LL DO A FACE PLANT, BUT YOU'LL ONLY FALL 15 FEET." BY MORNING WE 
WOKE TO THE GROUND UNDER THE BRIDGE ORY AND THE GROUND ON THE HILLSIDE 
SOAKING WET, WE CAUGHT A COMMUTER BUS TO SEATTLE, COLLINWOOD CALLED A 
YOUNG MAN HE HAD BEEN TALKING TO ON THE INTERNET, HE MET US AT INTERBAY 
‘YARD AND THE 2 OF US EXPLAINED SOME OF THE PLEASURES AND HAZARDS OF 
TRAIN-RIDING. THEN WE CAUGHT A SOUTHBOUND, OR AT LEAST WE THOUGHT IT 
WAS, BUT IT BROKE UP SOUTH OF GOWNTOWN SEATTLE, SON-OF-A-BI@A#O%E. WE 
ENDED UP WAITING MOST OF THE AFTERNOON UNTIL ANOTHER TRAIN STOPPED, $0 
‘THE 3 OF US BOARDED AND RODE SOUTH, OUR TRAIN STOPPED IN EVERETT, 
CONTINUED 10 KELSO, AND FINALLY MADE IT INTO VANCOUVER. THERE 
COLLINWOOD LEFT THE KID AND TOLD ME HE WANTED TO CATCH BACK ON THE 
U.P, THERE 15 A SIDING THAT U.P. PARKS TRAINS OVERNIGHT, WE HEADED OVER 
“THERE TO WAIT FOR THE TRAIN TO PULL THE NEXT DAY, WE WERE AWOKE IN THE 
NIGHT EY SHOWERS OF GRAIN BEING THROWN ON US, TURNS OUT THERE WERE 
TEENAGER'S ON TOP OF THE TRAIN DIGBING IN THE CORN AND PITCHING IT OVER 
THE SIDE. 


COLLINWOOD HAD A RADIO SCANNER WITH HIM SO | BORROWED IT AND CLIMBED 
UP THE SIDE IMPERSONATING A RAILROAD POLICE OFFICER. THE KIDS WERE SCARED 
SHITLESS AND TOOK OFF RUNNING DOWN THE TOP OF ALL THE CARS AWAY FROM 
US, BY THE NEXT DAY THE TRAIN PULLED BUT ONLY WENT 150 FEET AND STOPPED. 
COLLINWOOD WALKED UP THE TRAIN TO SEE WHAT MIGHT HAVE HAPPENED, HE 
FOUND A U.P. EMPLOYEE IN A TRUCK WHO TOLD HM THAT A LOCAL PERSON TRIED 
TO BEAT THE TRAIN BUT WASN'T THAT LUCKY, WHEN ASKED IF THE GUY WAS 
ALRIGHT HE WAS TOLD "HE'S NOT DEAD, BUT HE PROBABLY HAS A GOO0 CASE OF 
‘THE BROWN PANTS DISEASE"! COLLINWOOD AND | MADE IT TO HERMISTON WHERE 
ULP. SHUT DOWN, THE RAILROAD WAS ON STRIKE, RUT AMTRAK WAS STILL 
RUNNINS, COLLINWOOD BOUSHT HIMSELF A TICKET BECAUSE HE HAD 70 GET BACK 
TO WORK AT THE CLEVELAND VA. HE LEFT ME WITH THE X-TRA $$$ IN HIS 
POCKET, AND LEFT THAT AFTERNOON, 16 HOURS LATER THE STRIKE WAS SETTLED 


AND | WAS ROLLING OUT OF HERMISTON THRU La GRANDE, AND INTO PocATELLO, 
THERE |GOT A LOCAL INTO OGDEN UTAH, KNOWN TO HOBO'S AS "OacY Doc". 


I HAVETO ADD TH, I'M NOT THEKIND THAT WOULD SIT AROUND HUMMING TUNES 
FROM T.V, SHOWS, | USUALLY LISTEN TO THE RADIO, EOTH FM AND AM, | SAID 
‘THIS IN A EULOGY FOR HOBO KING TUCK THAT MUSIC FOLLOWS HOBO'S: 
THROUGHOUT THEIR LIVES AND SINGS THEM DOWN THE ROAD. I'VE ENJOYED 
‘SHOWS ON THE RADIO LIKE A PRAIRIE HOME COMPANION, on THISTLE & 
SHAMROCK oN NPR, AND MOUNTAIN STAGE on AM RADIO, LISTENING TO 
MUSIC FROM ARTISTS LIKE STEVE EARLE, on THE ALLMAN BROTHERS BAND, 
Lynyrp SkynvRD, THE BLACK CROWES, GOVERNMENT MULE, RAGE AGAINST THE 
MACHINE, CARLOS SANTANA, R.E.M, TONE Loo, or THE YOUNG HEATHENS TO 
NAME A FEW. IN ALL THE YEARS THAT | TRAVELED THE RAILS I NEVER 
CONTENPLATED THE DEEPER REASON WHY I LIVED THIS LIFE, | CAME INTO THIS 
WORLD A SINGLE CHILD TO A SINGLE MOTHER. AND A FAMILY OF HOBO'S WHO HAD 
‘A LOVE OF LIFE, LOVE OF TRAVELING, AND A LOVE OF ADVENTURE, WHEN I JOINED 
‘THE ARMY I JOINED A FAMILY WHO HAD A LOVE OF LIFE, LOVE OF TRAVELING, AND 
A LOVE OF ADVENTURE. WHEN | LEFT THE ARMY | TRIED TO LIVE LIKE A NORMAL, 
CITIZEN BUT FOUND | COULDN'T LIVE THAT WAY, $0 | RETURNED THE HOBO LIFE, 
Howo's AND MILITARY VETERANS ARE THE SAME, BOTH LOVE LIFE, TRAVELING, 
AND ADVENTURE, AND WE ARE A FAMILY, NOT BOUND BY BLOOD, BUT BY A 
COMMONALITY THAT IS A DEEP PART OF US. SUCH A DEEP PART THAT SOCIETY KAS 
‘A HARD TIME TRYING TO UNDERSTAND US, OFFERING THE QUOTE "THANK YOU FOR 
Your SERVICE", OR TRVING TO PSYCHOANALYZE US, BUT IT'S MUCH EASIER THAN 
ALL THAT—JUST ACCEPT US. 


HOPEFULLY THIS WILL GIVE YOU AN IDEA OF MY CAYS HOBOING, IF NOT THEN THE 
BEST | CAN COME UP WITH IS A POEM OR TWO THAT I WROTE A FEW YEARS AGO. 


MAKING A NIGHT TIME RUN 


MAKING A NIGHT TIME RUN, THE MAINLINE IS OH SO CLEAR, WITH NO MORE RED 
BLOCK LIGHTS, OR OTHER TRAINS TO HEAR. 


‘THE RAILS ARE SINGING LOUD, THE WHEELS THEY LOVE TO WHINE, THE WIND IN MY 
FACE IS CRISP AND CLEAR, IT'S ME, THE TRAIN, AND TIME. 


[DON'T CARE WHICH LINE I'N RIDING, | DON'T CARE WHICH WAY | GO, THE NIGHT 
TIME IS CLEAR, STARS SHINING, IT MAKES MY GREASY BLOOD FLOW. 


FOR SOME NIGHT RIDING 1S OLD NEWS, FOR ME IT's REALLY FUN, TO EXERCISE MY 
FREEDOM, TO MAKE A NIGHTTIME RUN, 


WHAT IS AHOBO 


IVE OFTEN BEEN ASKED WHAT IS 4 HOBO, TO ANSWER THIS QUESTION WILL TAKE A 
WHILE, A HOBO IS THE EPITOME OF EVERY EXPERIENCE EVER DREAMED. 


No BOSS TO ANSWER TO, THE HO8O IS NOT RULED BY A CALENDAR, OR TIME 
CLOCKTHE REGIMENTED LIFE FORCED CN OTHERS, CANNOT BE FORCED ON HIM, 


No MAN RUNS HIN, NO MAN OWNS HIN. HES A WANDERING WIND, A TRAVELING 
SPIRIT, A GYPSY STAR, A WANDERING EAGLE. 


HE TRAVELS ANYWHERE AND EVERYWHERE, AND TRAVELS FROM HOME TO HOME. 
His WAY OF TRAVEL IS ANY WAY HE CHOOSES, TRAIN, CAR, HITCHHIKING, 
MOTORCYCLE, BICYCLE, 


He's FOND OF SAYING YESTERDAY HAS GONE BY, TOMORROW HASN'T GOT HERE 
YET. ALL | CAN DO IS LIVE THIS DAY, THIS VERY MOMENT, AND CELEBRATE LIFE 


He's THE WORKING STIFF'S DREAM OF WHAT HE WANTS TO BE, AND THE WORKIN 
‘STIFFS DREAM IS THE HOBO'S REALITY. 


‘So WHAT Is A Hogo?, § Hoo IS THE SPIRIT INSIDE EVERY ONE OF US THAT DARES 
TO DREAM, AND LIVE THAT DREAM COMPLETELY! 


‘TRY TO TAKE THESE FEW PAGES AS A TESTAMENT OF MY TIMES, AND IF THEY 
INCISE YOU TO WANDER IN THIS FASHION PACK UP A BEDROLL, GOTO A TRAIN 
YARD, AND LISTEN FOR A TRAIN, AND GO OUT TO ENJOY AMERICA IN AWAY THAT 
ONLY RAILRCADERS, HOBOES, AND EAGLES CAN SEE IT, AS FOR ME NO REGRETS! 


THE TEXAS MADMAN 
GRAND DUKE OF THE HOBO'S 


Guossary oF Hono TERMS & Purases 


‘THIS GLOSSARY CONTAINS WORDS AND PHRASES THAT ARE USED IN THIS BOOK, | 
“TRY TO EXPLAIN THINGS WITHOUT USING Ho80 TERMS BECAUSE THE GENERAL 
PUBLIC DOES NOT UNDERSTAND THEIR MEANING. BUT AFTER READING THIS OVER 
AND OVER | REALIZE THAT | FALL BACK INTO MY OLD HOBO WAYS OF EXPLANATION 
AND STORYTELLING, THUS | MUST INCLUDE THIS GLOSSARY. SOME WORDS USED IN 
‘THE TEXT ARE SUBJECTS IN THE STORIES, BUT OTHERS......WELLI'LL LET YOU BE 
THE JUDGE! AND I NEED TO RELATE THAT THIS GLOSSARY COVERS PARTS 1 & 2 OF 
‘THIS BOOK, NUCH OF THE WORDS & PHRASE'S CONTAINED HERE ARE NOT A 


NORMAL PART OF THE AMERICAN LEXICON (LANGUAGE) THUS THE REASON FOR 
THIS GLOSSARY. JUST DON'T ALERT THE WEBSTER DICTIONARY COMPANY, THEYLL 
GRIPE TO HIGH HEAVEN ABOUT HAVING TO UPDATE THEIR DAMNED Book! 


BACK OF THE YARDS ~ AN AREA FOR LIVESTOCK TRUCK PARKING THAT IS BEHIND 
‘THE CHICAGO STOCKYARDS, THIS IS ALSO THE LOCATION OF A TRAIN YARD 
FORMERLY THE CONRAIL, NOW OPERATED BY NORFOLK & SOUTHERN. 


Booty - ANY ITEM THAT IS COLLECTED FOR IMMEDIATE, OR FUTURE USE. 


BoTTOMs - OFTEN REFERRED TO AS THE RIVER BOTTOMS, BUT ALSO CAN REFER 
TO WETLANDS AREAS, BLUE COLLAR PEOPLE OFTEN LIVE IN "BOTTOMS" AREAS 
FOR ECONOMIC REASONS. 


BULL - USUALLY USED AS A TERM FOR RAILROAD POLICE, BUT CAN BE REFERRED 
TO ANY POLICE AGENCY, DURING THE YEARS OF 1900 TO 1950 MANY POLICE 
AGENCIES EMPLOYED A DoG DEPARTMENT. MOST COMMON WAS THE ENGLISH 
BULLDOG EMPLOYED AS A PSYCHOLOGICAL TOOL FOR INTIMIDATION, THIS NAME 
WAS GIVEN TO THE RAILROAD POLICE BECAUSE OF THEIR "BULLDOG" AND/oR 
"BULLY" STYLE ATTITUDE WHEN DEALING WITH HoBO's. 


CATCH OUT - REFERRING TO CATCHING A FREIGHT TRAIN AND LEAVING TOWN, A, 
VARIATION OF THIS IS "CATCH THE FIRST THING SMOKING" WHICH MEANS 
LEAVING TOWN IN A HURRY. THIS TERM ALSO REFERS TO AN AREA AT, OR NEAR A 
‘TRAIN YARD WHERE HO0'S WAIT TO CATCH A TRAIN QUT OF TOWN, 


(CAUGHT THE WESTBOUND - CATCHING THE WESTBOUND MEANS DYING, BUT 
HOBO'S DON'T BELIEVE THAT THEIR NUMBER ACTUALLY DIE, THEY ARE JUST RIDING 
‘THE ULTIMATE TRAIN TO PARADISE, 


Draccins Hit DowN - A TERM USED FOR CAUSING UNDUE STRESS AND/OR 
HARDSHIP, 


Dey County - A COUNTY THAT HAS VOTED TO RESTRICT THE SALE OF HARD 
Liquor, OF BEER, ALLOWING ONLY SALES THAT ARE NO STRONGER THAN 3.2% 
AwcoHioL. 


(DUMPSTER Diving - EXTRACTING ITEMS THROWN AWAY IN|A DUMPSTER, BUT 
MOST OFTEN FOOD OR CANNED GOODS. 


FLUSH - A SENSATION OR FEELING OF HAVING ENOUGH $$$ IN YOUR POCKET TO. 
AFFORD TO PURCHASE SOMETHING NEW AS OPPOSED TO BUYING THE ITEM USED, 
(OR MAKING DO WITH WHAT YOU HAVE. 


FORTY MILER - A HOBO WHO TRAVELS IN A SMALL DISTRICT, ANO ONLY TRAVELS 
uP To 40 MILES AT A TIME. 


GANDYDANCER CAMP Cag -IN THE EARLY YEARS OF TRACK MAINTENANCE HAND 
TOOLS WERE IN CONSTANT USE, THE MOST COMMON WAS THE SHOVEL, THE GANDY 
‘SHOVEL CONPANY OF CHICAGO ILLINOIS WAS CONTRACTED TO MANUFACTURE 
‘SHOVELS FOR TRACK MAINTENANCE USE. THE SHOVEL WAS WEDGED UNDER A RAIL, 
(OR TIE AND THE EMPLOYEE WOULD STAND ON THE HANDLE AND BOUNCE UP AND. 
DOWN, OR "DANCE" SO AS TO RAISE THE RAIL OR TIE SO THAT GRAVEL COULD BE 
USED TO LEVEL THE ROAD BED. THE GANDYDANCER CAMP CAR WAS A BOXCAR 
WITH BUNKS SPACED 18 INCHES APART FOR THE GANDYDANGER'S TO SLEEP IN. 


(Gun SHOE - REFERRING TO A POLICE DETECTIVE OR POLICE IN GENERAL, TO 
PROTECT THE FEET OF POLICE WHO MIGHT BE ON THEIR FEET UP TO 10-12 HOURS 
A DAY THEIR SHOES WOULD HAVE SOLES MADE OF A SOFT GUM. 


Home Guard - A PERSON WHO FOUND A TOWN HE/SHE ENJOYS STAYING IN AND 
‘GUARDS "THE LICKS" (HAND-OUT'S) IN THE AREA, 


HIGHLINE - OFTEN REFERRED TO AS THE GREAT NORTHERN RAILROAD WHOSE 
(MAINLINE IS CLOSEST TO THE CANADIAN BORDER, IT ALSO REFERS TO AN 
ELEVATED RAIL THAT RUNS ACROSS WESTERN KANSAS CITY WHERE TRAINS ARE 
“TRANSFERRED FROM ONE RAILROAD TO ANOTHER, 


HITTING THE ROAD - LEAVING AN AREA. 


H0B0 - REFERRING TO A PERSON WHO TRAVELS THE COUNTRY USING FREIGHT 
“TRAINS FOR GROSS COUNTRY TRANSPORTATION, ONE EXPLANATION STATES THAT 
HOBO'S WERE SO NAMED BECAUSE THEY CARRIED A HOE TO DO FARM OR GARDEN 
Lagor. BUT CONSIDER THE DAYS THAT HOBO'S WERE PREVALENT THERE WAS 
ECONOMIC HARDSHIP IN OUR COUNTRY, IMPLEMENTS SUCH AS HOE'S WERE TOO 
EXPENSIVE FOR Hoa0'S TO BUY. ESPECIALLY WHEN WAGES WERE 40G A DAY, MORE 
REALISTICALLY HOGO'S CARRIED A LONG HANDLE, MOST IMPLEMENTS HA SHORT 
HANDLES WHICH EXPLAINS THE PHRASE "BACK BREAKING WORK’! THE FALLACY 
(OF THE STICK HOBO'S CARRIED WAS THE LONG HANDLE INSERTED INTO THE 
IMPLEMENT TO ACCOMPLISH A DAY'S WORK. ANOTHER EXPLANATION OF THE WORD 
HoBO COMES FROM AN AREA IN New York CITY WHERE Hope's WOULD HANGOUT, 
APLACE FOR CHEAP HOUSING, AND AVAILABLE WORK LOCATED AT THE 
INTERSECTION OF HOUSTON AND BOWERY STREETS. A FINAL EXPLANATION IS 
‘THAT THE WORD WAS GRANTED BY A CATHOLIC PREIST IN CHICAGO WHO AIDED 
“THE MANY POOR, THE PRIEST COULD DISCERN BETWEEN WHO ACTUALLY WANTED 
TO WORK, AND WHO WANTED JUST A HANDOUT, THE PRIEST CALLED THE MEN 
WHO WANTED WORK AND OFFERED TO DO SO FOR A MEAL, HOMO BONUS, THE 
‘TRANSLATION OF THIS LATIN PHRASE MEANS GOOD MAN! 


HoNEY Hour - THE PIT UNDER AN OUTDOOR TOILET INTO WHICH HUMAN 
DEFICATION IS DEPOSITED, THE REFERENCE "HONEY HOLE" IS A JOKE ON THE 
‘SMELL THAT EMENATES FROM THE PIT. 


IToly FEET - A PSYCHOLOGICAL CONDITION THAT CAUSES A PERSON TO DESIRE TO 
“TRAVEL, OR SEEK OUT AN EVERY DAY ADVENTURE. 


KNOCKED UP - REFERRING TO BEING PREGNANT. 


LEECH - REFERRING TO A PERSON WHO HAS NO DESIRE TO MAINTAIN THEMSELVES 
INDEPENDENTLY, AND "SUMS" OFF OF FRIENDS, THIS CAN ALSO BE CALLED A 
“JUNGLE BUZZARD"! 


MONIKER - A PICTORIAL DRAWING THAT ACCOMPANIES A HOBO'S ROAD NAME 
GIVING A TRADEMARK FOR THE HOBO. 


~ REFERRING TO LIFE WITHOUT MODERN CONVENIENCES. 


Ore THe Grit 
Out House - OuTDoOR PLUMBING. 


PANHANDLERS - PEOPLE WHO WOULD SEG FOR MONEY, OFTEN DURING THE 
DEPRESSION YEARS THESE PEOPLE WOULD BE SO FILTHY AND SMELLY THAT NO ONE 
WOULD WANT TO GET NEAR THEM. THEY WOULO EMPLOY A PAN WITH A LONG 


HANDLE TO ALLOW PEOPLE TO DEPOSIT MONEY. 


OTTERS FIELD - A LOCATION OF A CEMETERY WHERE UNKNOWN PEOPLE WHO DIE 
ARE BURIED. 


Road NAME- A NAME THAT IS USED BY THE HOBO THAT BEST DESCRIBES THEIR 
PERSONALITY. 


‘SHOE LEATHER - AT ONE TIE MOST SHOES HAD SOLE'S MADE OF LEATHER (AS 
‘OFPOSED To Now A Day's USING NEOPRENE), TAKING THE "SHOE LEATHER" 
REFERS TO WALKING (NOT HITCHHIKING- WALKING), THIS WORD IS OFTEN 
USED INTHE PHRASE "TAKING THE SHOE LEATHER EXPRESS". 


‘SIDETRACKED ~ A RAILROAD TERM USED FOR BEING SET ON A STORAGE TRACK, BUT 
ALSO REFERS TO SOMEONE WHO HAS TO LEAVE THE RAILS FOR AWHILE. 


‘SNIPPETS - REFERRING TO SMALL PIECES. 


SSTIEE - THIS WORD REFERS TO A PERSON WHO HAS DECIDED TO LIVE HIS/HER LIFE 
SENG EMPLOYED 8Y A BUSINESS UNDER A 40 HOUR WORK WEEK, IF USED IN THE 
PHRASE "WORKING STIFF" IT MEANS PERFORMING EMPLOYMENT UNDER A 
DESIGNATED ROUTINE. 


‘Town CLOWN - NORMALLY REFERRING TO A POLICE OFFICER WHO ACTS 
IRRATIONALLY, BUT IS DRESSED UP AS F GOING TO A PARADE OR PUBLIC EVENT. 


‘TRAMP GOLD ~ REFERRING TO ANY SEMI-PRECIOUS METAL THAT IS COLLECTED FOR 
RECYCLING, OR SELLING FOR MONEY THAT 1S NOT PRESENT IN THE HOBO'S POCKET. 


"Y' - THERE ARE 2 EXPLANATIONS OF THE "Y", THE 1ST IS A FORMATION OF TRAIN 
TRACKS IN A TRAIN YARD THAT FORMS A ROUGH LETTER Y TO TURN LOCOMOTIVES 
WHEN NO TURNTABLE IS AVAILABLE. THE 2ND 1S THATIT ISA SHORTENED TERM 


FoR THE Y.M.C.A. (YOUNG MEN’s CHRISTIAN AssociATiON) 


YEGGS - AN OLD TERM USED TO DESCRIBE A SHIFTLESS PERSON, OR A CROOK. 


Hoso's | Have KNowN Across THE VeaRs 


‘THERE'S A GLOSSARY OF HOBO TERMS AND PHRASES AT THE END OF THE HisToRY 
OF THE Texas MADMAN (PART 1 OF THIS BOOK) THAT HAS MANY OF THE WORDS 
AND PHRASES THAT ARE USED IN THIS SECTION, RATHER THAN HAVING 2 
GLOSSARIES | USE ONLY 1. THIS IS TO SAVE PRINTING COSTS AND HOPEFULLY GIVE 
“THE PURCHASER A LOWER COST WHEN MAKING A PURCHASE, WHATEVER 
PUBLISHING COMPANY | GO WITH SHOULD TAKE TO NOTE OF THIS DECISION I'VE 
MADE AND WON'T MESS THAT UP FOR THE CONSUMER! 


‘AusTiN JOHN - SINGER OF HOBO/FOLK SONGS THAT HE PERSONALLY WROTE 
[AUSTIN JOHN WAS BORN AND RAISED IN AUSTIN TEXAS AND DID A LONG LIST OF 
LJORS IN HIS LIFE, SUT NOST OF THE TIME HE PLAYED A BEAT UP GUITAR. AUSTIN 
JOHN LIVED IN A CAMP ON THE COLORADO RIVER (TEXANS PRONOUNCE THIS 
COL-OH-RAY-00), AND TRAVELED IN AND OUT OF AUSTIN ON EITHER THE MISSOURI 
Paciric, on THE "KATY", EITHER RAILROAD WOULD DO, OTHER TIMES HE WOULD 
BE DRIVING A BEAT UP CAR, HE WOULD WORK BUT MOSTLY “SING FOR HIS SUPPER", 
‘AusTIN JOHN WAS A DRINKER OF MD 20/20 OFTEN CALLED Map Dos 20/20 ey 
‘THE PARTAKER'S OF THE DRINK BECAUSE THE REACTION OF & LOT OF PEOPLE 
DRINKING IT AND GETTING DRUNK ON IT WOULD REACT LIKE A Map Dos. No ONE 


KNOWS WHAT HAS HAPPENED TO AUSTIN JOHN, HE'S PROBABLY 
CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND AND IF SO UP IN HEAVEN GoD SETTER HAVE A LARGE 
SUPPLY OF MD 20/20 IN STORAGE! 


DANTE Fuca - BORN MICKEY CONOLY IN MASSACHUSETTS DANTE ENLISTED IN. 
THE ARMY, AND WAS TRAINED ASA SPECIAL FORGES SOLDIER, WITH A NOTABLE 
CAREER THROUGHOUT HIS ENLISTMENT, HE WAS ALSO INVOLVED IN THE ASSAULTS 
OF HILL 901 AT DAK To VIETNAM, AND HILL 937 ALSO NICKNAMED "HAMBURGER 
HILL" BY THE SOLDIERS WHO FOUGHT THERE BECAUSE THE ASSAULTS UPON THE 
HILL CHEWED UP MEN LIKE HAMBURGER! AFTER HIS ENLISTMENT WAS OVER DANTE 
CAME BACK 70 THE STATES AND WORKED BUILDING NUCLEAR POWER PLANTS, BUT 
WAS INSPIRED BY A HOBO HE TALKED TO AFTER WORK ONE DAY AND DECIDED TO 
START JUMPING FREIGHT TRAINS. DANTE HAD A HOME LOCATION HE GWNED IN 
PART WITH 3 OTHER VIETNAM VETERANS IN STAPLES MINNESOTA, A SUBDIVISION 
ON THE B.N, (NOW B.N.S.F.) RAILROAD WHICH ALSO HAD A TRAIN YARD WHICH 
HE AND OTHER HOBO'S COULD CATCH IN AND OUT OF TOWN ON. DANTE WAS 
ELECTED AS KING OF THE HoBO'S AND ALSO SUFFERED THE EFFECTS OF AGENT 
ORANGE OF WHICH HE WAS RECEIVING PAYMENTS FROM THE DEPARTMENT OF 
DEFENSE, DANTE CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND IN 2019 AFTER BECOMING SICK 
DURING THE EARLY STAGES OF COVID 19 AND IS BURIED AT THE NATIONAL Hosa: 
CEMETERY IN BRITT IOWA. 


‘SPACE MAN JOHN - | DON'T KNOW HIS REAL NAME BUT HE WAS ALSO A VIETNAM 
\VETERAN, AS A YOUNG MAN HE ENLISTED INTHE NAVY AND DID 2 TOURS, AFTER 
WHICH ALSO BECAME A HOBO. JOHN EVENTUALLY ESTABLISHED A SUCCESSFUL 
CONSTRUCTION BUSINESS IN BRAINERD MINNESOTA AND WAS ONE OF THE OWNERS 
OF THE STAPLES HOBO RANCH WHERE A 4TH OF JULY HoeO GATHERING WAS 
HELD EVERY YEAR, JOHN CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND IN 1997, AND IS BURIED IN THE 
NATIONAL Hono CEMETERY AT BRITT lowA, 


PREACHER STEVE ~ Born STEVE STEWART IN OTTUMWA IOWA HE ALSO ENLISTED 
IN THE ARMY AND SERVED IN VIETNAM, AFTER HIS SERVICE HE RETURNED TO THE 
UNITED STATES, DID A LONG LIST OF JOBS, AND LIVED LIKE A HOBO. STEVE WAS 
ACTIVE IN HIS CHURCH AND AIDED HIS PASTOR DURING VISITATIONS QUOTING THE 
KiNG JAMES BIBLE FROM MEMORY WHICH IS HOV HE GOT THE NAME PREACHER 
‘STEVE. HE WAS ELECTED KING OF THE HOB0'S, CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND IN 
2008, AND Is ALSO BURIED IN THE NATIONAL HoBo CEMETERY AT BRITT Iowa! 


ROAD HOG USA - BORN Do DESIMONE IN NEW JERSEY ROAD HOG STARTED HIS 
EARLY YEARS IN A DYSFUNCTIONAL FAMILY AND LEFT HOME WHEN HE WAS 16 
‘TRAVELING OUT To THE WEST COAST. ROAD HOG SERVED IN THE NAVY DURING 
W.W.-2 AND LIVED THE REST OF HIS LIFE HOBOING FREIGHT TRAINS. IN HIS LATER 
YEARS HHE MADE W'S HOME IN DUNSMUR CALIFORNIA MAINTAINING THE CITY 
(CEMETERY UNTIL HE NOTICED MEDICAL PROBLEMS HE WAS EXPERIENCING. HE 
CLOSED UP HIS HOME AND WENT ON THE ROAD SEEKING AlD, NOT REALIZING HE 
HAD VETERANS BENEFITS OWED TO HIM FROM THE V.A. AND COULD HAVE 
RECEIVED TREATMENT AT ANY OF THE V.A. CLINICS OR HOSPITALS IN CALIFORNIA 
INSTEAD HE MADE HIS WAY TO MIAMI FLORIDA, HE OBTAINED A CARDEOARD BOX, 
WALKED INTO A BANK WITH THE BOX AND A NOTE HANDING IT TO THE TELLER. THE 
NOTE STATED THAT THE BOX CONTAINED A BOMB AND HE WANTED ALL THE MONEY 
IN THE CASH DRAWER, AFTER RECEIVING THE MONEY HE SAID HE WALKED OUT AND 
‘THREW THE BOX INTO A DUMPSTER. HE THEN WENT DOWN TO THE MISSION 
DISTRICT AND HANDED OUT THE MONEY, HE WAS LATER APPROACHED BY POLICE 
ASKING ABOUT THE BANK ROBBERY, HE ADMITTED TO PERFORMING THE ROBBERY 
AND WAS CONVICTED AND SENT TO FEDERAL PRISON. HE STATED HE DID THIS ACT 
TO OBTAIN MEDICAL GARE, AFTER SERVING HIS TIME HE HEADED 70 SALT LAKE 
CITY WHERE HE MAINTAINED AN APARTMENT UNTIL HE CAUSHT-THE-WESTROUND 
IN 1996, HEIs BURIED IN NATIONAL HoBo CEMETERY AT BRITT IOWA, 


JUST JiM - BORN Ji HALBERT IN DOTHAN ALABAMA JIM LIVED A ROUGH LIFE AS 
A YOUNGER MAN AND ALSO SERVED IN VIETNAM, WHEN HE RETURNED HOME HE 
BEGAN HOBOING AND TRAVELED ALL OVER THE SOUTHERN UNITED STATES. HE 
GAVE HIS NAME AS JUST JIM WHEN ASKED IF HE HAD A SPECIFIC ROAD NAME, HE 
CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND IN 1995 AFTER BEING RUN OVER BY A TRAIN BEING 
‘SWITCHED IN THE YARD AT CENTRALIA ILLINOIS, HAVING HIS OWN DEMONS FROM 
VIETNAM JIM WOULD EXCESSIVELY DRINK VODKA AND WAS UNDER THE INFLUENCE 
AT THE TIME OF HIS DEATH, AND ALTHOUGH HE HAD A HOME SOMEWHERE IN 
NORTHERN MISSISSIPPI HE WAS MORE AT HOME EITHER ON A RAILROAD YARD, OR 
[A MOVING FREIGHT TRAIN! 


LiserTy JUSTICE - BORN JEROME JUSTICE IN KANSAS CITY MissouRi LIBERTY 
(oR "Lins" AS HE WAS SOMETIMES CALLED BY FRIENDS) ENLISTED IN THE AIR 
FORCE AND SERVED SEVERAL TOURS IN KOREA, AFTER RETURNING TO KANSAS: 
CITY HE BECAME 4 TEAMSTERS UNION TRUCK DRIVER AND SANG WITH A BAND 
AROUND KANSAS CITY CALLED JERRY AND THE HOBOES. INTRIGUED BY HOBO'S 
AND THEIR LIFESTYLE LIBERTY OID MUCH RESEARCH AND INVESTIGATION INTO THE 
(CULTURE EVENTUALLY FINDING THE NATIONAL Hoao CONVENTION IN BRITT IOWA. 
‘AND WAS INTRODUCED TO FAMED KING OF THE HOBO'S STEAMTRAIN MAURY 
GRAHAM, AND SEVERAL OTHER PEOPLE IN THE HOBO FAMILY WHO HELPED TO 
INSPIRE MUCH OF THE MUSIC HE WROTE, LIBERTY WENT ONTO BECOME KING OF 
“THE HoBO'S, RODE A FEW FREIGHT TRAINS TO INSPIRE HIS MUSIC, AND AUTHORED 
2 ALBUMS DEDICATED TO THIS CULTURE, INCLUDING H'S MOST REQUESTED AND 
PLAYED SONG LET ME RIDE TO HEAVEN ON A TRAIN. LivenTy 
CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND IN HIS LATE 70'S AND IS BURIED IN THE NATIONAL HO80 
CEMETERY IN BRITT IOWA. 


‘MipwesT JOHN - ALTHOUGH NO ONE KNOWS WHERE JOHN WAS BORN AT, HE 
HAILED FROM GALESBURG ILLINOIS AND WOULD RIDE IN AND OUT OF THE TOWN ON 
“THE B.N. RAILROAD (NOW B.N.S.F.). JOHN WOULD ONLY TRAVEL IN 3 STATES - 
INOIANA, ILUNOIS, AND IOWA, ANO FREQUENTED THE NATIONAL Hoso 
CONVENTION PLAYING MERLE HAGGARD PRISON MUSIC, AND ALSO PLAYED AT 
MULTIPLE FOLK MUSIC EVENTS. RAN INTO JOHN AT THE CITY MISSION IN 
DUBUQUE IOWA ONE SUMMER, HE WAS WORKING FOR THE MISSION AND IT WAS 
‘THE ONLY TIME | HAD SEEN HIM OUTSIDE OF BRITT. PEOPLE HAVE LOST TRACK OF 
HIS WHEREABOUTS, AND IF HE CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND, WHERE HE'S BURIED AT! 


E0.C. POTTER - ALSO KNOWN AS "BUZZ" POTTER HE AND KiS BROTHER, BoB, LEFT 
‘THEIR HOMETOWN OF MINNEAPOLIS IN THE EARLY 1950's TO RAMBLE THE 
COUNTRY ON FREIGHT TRAINS AND AFTER 3 YEARS OF SOYISH ADVENTURE THEY 
RETURNED TO MINNEAPOLIS. BOB ENTERING THE COMPETITION OF HIGHRISE 
CONSTRUCTION AND DESIGN EVENTUALLY CREATING THE MINNEAPOLIS Sky 
WALK, BASED ON THE 2ND FLOORS OF THE BUILDINGS IN DOWNTOWN IT WAS THE 
FORERUNNER TO THE MALL OF THE AMERICA'S, FINALLY BECOMING A PROPERTY 
OWNER BOB RETIRED TO THE NORTHERN MINNESOTA TOWN OF BRAINERD. BUZZ, 
(ON THE OTHER HAND STARTED A PUBLISHING COMPANY CALLED BLUEWATER 
PUBLISHING CREATING INDUSTRIAL OWNERSHIP MANUALS, BUZZ STILL 
REMEMBERED HIS TEENAGE YEARS ON THE ROAD AND LONGED TO HAVE A HOBO 
GATHERING OF His OWN, BUZZ ENTERED INTO BUSINESS WITH SANTA FE BO 
PUBLISHING THE HOBO TIMES, A RAILRIDING ADVENTURE MAGAZINE, AND STARTED 
HOLDING A HoBo POETRY AND MUSIC FESTIVAL ANNUALLY HELD IN A DIFFERENT 
“TOWN EVERY YEAR, WHEN HIS BROTHER BOB CAUGHT-THE-WESTSOUND BUZZ 
WENT ON THE ROAD TO SCATTER HIS ASHES IN EVERY PLACE HE AND BOB VISITED 
DURING THOSE 3 YEARS, BUZZ WROTE AN ALUM OF POETRY DESCRIBING THOSE 
YEARS, BUT EVENTUALLY HE CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND FROM HEART FAILURE DUE 
TOA TOO STRESSFUL LIFE, SOME SAY HE DRANK HIMSELF TO DEATH BECAUSE 


BUZZ BECAME ADDICTED TO DRINKING NIGHT TRAIN, A RED WINE FORTIFIED BY AN 
ADDITIONAL AMOUNT OF GRAPE BRANDY, BUZZ USED TO TELL MEHE'D POUR NIGHT 
TRAIN AND THUNDEREIRD INTO DECANTER BOTTLES AND SERVE IT AT MANY OF 
HIS BUSINESS PARTIES. AND PEOPLE AT THESE PARTIES THOUGHT IT WAS 
EXPENSIVE WINES NOT REALIZING THEY WERE DRINKING "SkiD RoW WINE", WHEN 
BUZZ CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND HIS FRIEND AD MAN SCATTERED HIS ASHES ALL 
ALONG THE MONTANA RAIL LINK WHICH WAS THE ORIGINAL ROUTE OF THE 
NoRTHERN PACIFIC AND THE ROUTE THAT BUZZ AND HIS BROTHER BOB HAD 
‘TRAVELED DURING THEIR TEEN YEARS. 


Hogo SLC - BoRN CHARLES BATTON, HOB0 SLC WAS WHAT MANY CALLED A 
“JACK MORMON" AND DURING HIS LIFE HAD MULTIPLE WIVES, SLC SERVED IN THE 
‘Ain FORCE DURING VIETNAM, AFTER WHICH HE LVED THE LIFE OF A HOBO 
INTRODUCING HIS CHILDREN TO THE Hopo NATION. SLC ROAMED THE COUNTRY 
LIVING FOR SHORT PERIODS WITH OTHER HOBO FRIENDS, AS WELL AS HIS MANY 
CHILOREN, HE CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND AFTER A"BOUT" WITH COVID 19 IN THE 
‘YEAR 2021, SOME OF HIS ASHES ARE BURIED IN THE NATIONAL Hopo CEMETERY 
AT BRITT IOWA, BUT THE REST WERE SCATTERED AROUND THE COUNTRY ON 
FREIGHT TRAINS BY HIS CHILDREN! 


Nowan- | Don'T KNOW NOMADS REAL NAME, THE FIRST TIME | MET HIM WAS IN 
KLAMATH FALLS OREGON, AT THE GRAVEL PILES, NEXT TO THE SQUTHERN PACIFIC 
YARD, HE WAS CAMPED OUT WITH ANOTHER HOBO HE CALLED Cave Bear, NOMAD 
Was A "STONER", AND HAD SEEN "Up" FoR 4 DAYS MOLDING PLASTIC CONTAINERS 
OVER A CAMPFIRE. NOMAD HAD A SILVER ALLERGY AND COULD NOT TOUCH 
ANYTHING THAT WAS SOLID SILVER OR SILVER PLATED, HE, CAVE BEAR, AND | 
CAUGHT OUT FOR PASCO WASHINGTON WHERE HE HAD FRIENDS HE WOULD STAY 
WITH FRON TIME 70 TIME. NOMAD WAS A LITTLE PARANOID, BEING A "STONER" 


WILL DO THAT TO YOU, WHILE CAMPED OUT NOMAD HD THE IMPRESSION WE WERE 
BEING STALKED, HE TOOK CAVE BEAR WITH HIM FOR A HUNT ONE NIGHT. THEY 
NEVER FOUND ANYBODY THAT NIGHT AND WE SPLIT UP, NOMAD ONCE TOLD ME HE 
HAILED FROM BRUCETON TENNESSEE, A DIVISION POINT ON THE L&N RAILROAD, 
HIS FATHER OWNED SEVERAL IGA GRocERY STORES AND NOMAD WAS SET TO 
INHERIT THEM. | LATER SAW NOMAD AT AT THE NATIONAL HoBo CONVENTION 
(ONE YEAR, IT WAS THE LAST TIME EVER SAW HIM, (F HE HASN'T 
(CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND, THEN HE'S IN HIS EARLY 60'S STLL RIDING TRAINS, OR 
IN BRUCETON RUNNING THE IGA STORES INHERITED. 


(MEL ~ THE FIRST TIME | RAN INTO MEL WAS IN KLAMATH FALLS OREGON AT THE 
BN YARD, HE WAS TRAVELLING WiTH ANOTHER 2 HoBo'S NAMED SCREWY LOUIE, 
AND DOUGHBOY, THEY WANTED TO CATCH UP TO VANCOUVER WASHINGTON 
WHERE LOUIE'S SISTER LIVES. WE MADE AN EVENTFUL TRIP WITH EXPERIENCES 
ALONG THE WAY, THE NEXT TIME | RANINTO MEL WAS AT THE NATIONAL HOBO 
CONVENTION ONE YEAR, HE WAS FRESH OFF THE ROAD AND STILL TRAVELING WITH 
DoucHBoy. THE LAST TIME | SAW MEL WAS AT ONE OF THE BALDWIN CrTy 
Kansas Hoso GATHERINGS, HE HAD GOTTEN MARRIED AND WAS LIVING IN 
LAWRENCE KANSAS, | LOST TRACK OF HIM AFTER THIS, IF He'S STILL ALIVE HE'S IN 
His 80's. MEL, AS A YOUNG MAN, ENLISTED IN THE ARMY AND SERVED DURING THE 
KOREAN Wan! 


Josue LONG GONE | ONLY KNEW HIM BY HIS ROAD NAME, HE WAS A MARINE, 
AND A VIETNAM WAR VETERAN, WELL TRAVELED AND OUTSPOKEN, | NEVER SAW A 
‘TIME WHEN HE WASN'TIN A JUNGLE, OR ON A TRAIN. HiS WARFARE TRAINING 
SERVED HIM WELL BECAUSE MIS LIFESTYLE WAS LIVING QUT OF HIS BACKFACK, HE 
WAS AT HOME WHEREVER HE LAY DOWN HIS HEAD, AND HE TRAVELED WITH 
ANOTHER HOBO NAMED HORIZONTAL JOHN, ANOTHER VIETNAM WaR VETERAN. 


JOSHUA LONG GONE CAUGHT-THEWESTROUND IN HIS SLEEP 2 WEEKS AFTER 
HORIZONTAL JOHN DID. 


New York SLIM - BORN IN MARLBOROUGH MARYLAND TO A LADY WHO WAS A 
JAMAICAN NEW YORK SLIM NEVER GAVE HIS REAL NAME AND | NEVER ASKED, LIKE 
| SAID IN & PREVIOUS BOOK HOBO'S HAYE THINGS THAT ARE PERSONAL TO THEM. 
‘AND LIKE A LOT OF PEOPLE | KNOW NY SLIM NEVER WANTED FOR TOO MANY 
PEOPLE TO KNOW HIS GIVEN NAME UNLESS HE TRUSTED YOU, AS A YOUNG MAN HE 
ENLISTED IN THE ARMY AND SERVED 2 TOURS IN VIETNAM. AND LIKE MOST 
VETERANS HE REALIZED HE DIDN'T FIT INTO SOCIETY SO HE JOINED THE RANKS OF 
(OTHERS AND BEGAN HOBOINS, HE TRAVELED QUITE EXTENSIVELY, AND RODE WITH 
SEVERAL PECPLE WHO WERE CONTROVERSIAL, INCLUDING IWEGIAN RICK, AND Doc 
Man Tony, NY SUM IS PROBABLY STILL RIDING THE RAILS TODAY ENJOYING THE 
FREEDOMS HE FOUGHT FOR. 


‘AvaBanta BOOGIE BoRN DANIEL JOHNSON, ALABAMA BooGiE (OR 'BAMa, OR 
"BOOGIE", FOLKS USED SOTH NAMES FROM TIME TO TIME) ENLISTED IN THE NAVY 
AND BECAME A "FROGNAN', THE FORERUNNERS TO THE SEALS. HE SERVED IN 
VIETNAM AND THEN GAME BACK TO THE UNTEO STATES MOVING TO LAKE 
WEDOWEE IN WARNER COUNTY ALABAMA AND OPENED A ROADHOUSE 
‘SPECIALIZING IN FRIED FRESHWATER FISH, AND TWICE A MONTH OPERATED A 
BLUES CONCERT. FEATURING LOCAL TALENT FROM ALABAMA, MISSISSIPPI, AND 
Louisiana Boosie BROADCAST THE CONCERTS ON NPR, AND THE KiNG BISCUIT 
BLUES SHOW BROADCAST OUT OF HELENA ARKANSAS, AND BECAME AN 
AUTHORITY ON BLUES MUSIC AS WELL AS SOUTHERN ROCK. AFTER THE EVENTS 
(OF 9/11 BOoGle RE-ENLISTED IN THE NAVY AND SERVED IN KUWAIT, 
AFGHANISTAN, AND IRAQ, AFTER THIS SERVICE HE CAME BACK TO ALABAMA 
RUNNING HIS ROADHOUSE AT LAKE WEDOWEE. HE CHANGED THE TWICE A MONTH 


‘SHOWS TO HONORING VETERANS, BUT STILL DIO BLUES SHOWS, HOWEVER HE 
SUFFERED FROM PTSD AND THE PHYSICAL MYSTERY AILMENT THAT MANY 
SOLDIERS CAUGHT FROM EXPOSURE TO CHEMICAL WEAPONS USED BY SADDAM 
Hussein (MANY PEOPLE CALL Him GODDAMNED INSANE) OURING THE WAR. THIS 
PHYSICAL AILMENT STILL PLAGUES RETURNING IRAQ WAR VETERANS, 
SUCCUMBING TO THE MALADY BOOGIE CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND ON JULY BTH OF 
2022, WAS CREMATED, AND HIS ASHES WERE SCATTERED ON LAKE WEDOWEE. 
DURING THE MEMORIAL SERVICE THE LOCAL BLUES BAND PLAYED LYNYRD 
‘SKYNYRO'S-TUESDAY'S GONE WITH THE WIND, THE ALLMAN BROTHERS-DREAMS, 
‘AND ROBERT JOHNSON'S-CROSSROAD BLUES. 


IRTY_ DENNIS - ONCE AGAIN I NEVER LEARNED HIS REAL NAME, AND LIKE | ALSO 
HAVE REVEALED HOBO'S REAL NAMES RARELY REVEAL THEIR PERSONALITIES THE 
WAY THEIR ROAD NAMES D0, 50 | ONLY KNEW HIM AS DIRTY DENNIS. I MET HIM 
ONE YEAR IN SPOKANE WASHINGTON AT THE "CATCH-OUT" BY THE B.N. YARO 
‘AND GOT TO TALKING TO HIN| ABOUT TRYING TQ FIND & WAY TO GET DOWN TO 
CALIFORNIA WITHOUT GOING THROUGH VANCOUVER OR PORTLAND. 1 WAS IN MY 
EARLY 30'S AND DIDN'T KNOW ALL THE RAILROAD ROUTE'S LIKE IFELT | SHOULD, 
80 | ENLISTED HIS HELP A HE SHOWED ME ASOUT GOING THROUGH BIEBER 
CALIFORNIA. WE CAUGHT THE PASCO TRAIN RIDING A 'NIGGER LiP" GRAINCR (NO, 
I'M NOT BEING RACIALLY INSENSITIVE, THAT'S WHAT THEY WERE CALLED IN THOSE 
DAYS) AND RODE THROUGH A CHILLY NIGHT, EVEN GOT HAILED ON. THE TRAIN WE 
RODE STOPPED BY TATER BOY, A POTATO PROCESSING COMPANY THAT WOULD 
WoRK Ho8O'S DURING THEIR ANNUAL CLEAN-OUT, WHEN THEY GET READY FOR 
STORAGE OF THE NEW POTATO CROP. WE THEN WAITED BY "THE IGE HOUSE" AND 
CAUGHT THE "BEND" TRAIN ANO GOT OFF IN BEND, GOING TO THE ST. VINGENT DE 
PAUL TO GRUB UP, WE WAITED ON THE TIE PILE WITH ABOUT 9 OTHERS AND 
(CAUGHT SOUTH, AS WE ROLLED OUT OF TOWN WE PASSED BY THE TRAILER PARK 
AND A YOUNG GIRL YELLED AT THE CONDUCTOR ON THE CASOOSE "HEY MISTER 


You'VE GOT A BUNCH OF BUMS ON YOUR TRAIN"! WE ROLLED INTO KLAMATH 
FALLS THROUGH THE S.P. YARD AND INTO THE B.N. YARD AND FOUND A BIEBER 
‘TRAIN ALREADY MADE UP SO WE GOT ON IT AND ROLLED THROUGH THE LASSEN 
Voucanic NATIONAL PARK INTO BIEBER. DENNIS TOLD ME ABOUT CATCHING THE 
“TRADE OFF WITH THE W.P, THEN HE CAUGHT BACK 70 BEND, THAT'S THE LAST 
TIME | EVER SAW HIM, HE WAS 16 YEARS OLDER THAN ME AND IF HE'S STILL ALIVE 
Heo BE79. 


FRISCO JACK - BORN AS JACK SOPKO-FRISCO JACK ORIGINALLY HAILED FROM 
“TRAFFORD PENNSYLVANIA AND GREW UP IN AN ECONOMICALLY DEPRESSED AREA 
OF "PENNSY", AROUND COAL STRIP MINES BACK IN THE DAYS WHEN THE WORK 
WAS DONE BY HAND WITH PICKS AND SHOVELS, DURING THOSE DAYS CHILD LABOR 
WAS STILL IN EXISTENCE, AND CHILD LABOR LAWS WERE NOT, TO ESCAPE BEING 
WORKED UNDER DEADLY CONDITIONS IN A COAL NINE JACK BECAME A "Rob Kio" 
AND JUMPED BAGSAGE CARS ON RAILROADS. BEING WELL TRAVELED BY THE TIME 
HE TURNED 18 JACK JOINED THE NAVY AND SERVED ON SAILING SHIPS THAT STILL 
USED ROPE, WHILE ON BOARD HE LEARNED THE FORGOTTEN ART OF ROPE 

‘SPLICING. THIS TRADE FOLLOWED HIM INTO WoRLD WAR 2 SERVING ON 
BATTLESHIPS WHERE THERE WAS A NEED TO SPLICE STEEL WIRE SEAMLESSLY, 
SPLICING WIRE MAKES IT STRONGER AT THE SPLICE ANO STILL FLEXIBLE. JACK WAS 
(ONE OF 30 WIRE SPLICERS THAT THE NAVY HAD DURING W.W.-2 AND TAUGHT 
‘THIS TRADE TO OTHER SAILORS, WHEN THE WAR WAS OVER JACK WENT TO WORK 
ON THE SAN FRANCISCO STREET RAILWAY SPLICING THE MANY MILES OF CABLE 
‘THAT RUNS UNDER THE STREETS. AFTER 20 YEARS OF WORKING IN SAN 
FRANCISCO JACK RETURNED TO TRAFFORD AND STARTED LOOKING UP OLD HoBo 
FRIENDS REMENECING ABOUT THE DAYS THEY SPENT RAMBLING AROUND THE 
COUNTRY ON PASSENGER AND FREIGHT TRAINS. HE STARTED COMING TO THE 
NATIONAL HOBO CONVENTION TELLING HIS STORIES OF HIS DAYS ON THE ROAD, 
HE ALSO ORGANIZED HIS OWN FELLOWSHIP CALLED "THE KNIGHTS OF THE 


UNBROKEN CIRCLE" WHOSE MEMBERS WORE A CABLE RING WEAVED BY JACK IN 
A WAY WHERE THE ENDS WERE UNSEEN. JACK WAS INSTRUMENTAL IN HELPING TO 
GET NOT ONLY A PERMANENT HOEO JUNGLE IN BRITT, BUT ALSO THE 
ESTABLISHMENT OF THE NATIONAL HoBo MUSEUM, AND THE NATIONAL Hopo 
CEMETERY. FRISCO JACK CAUGHT-THEWESTBOUND IN 2010 AT AGE 96 AND IS 
BURIED IN THE NATIONAL Hopo CEMETERY AT BRITT IOWA 


‘STRETCH - BORN AS JOHN WILSON IN JACKSONVILLE FLORIDA, STRETCH AS A 
‘CHILD WAS ADVENTUROUS AND WOULD CONSTANTLY END HS DAY DOWN BY THE 
LOCAL SEABOARD COAST LINE TRACKS. HiS MOTHER TOLD ME HE WOULD BE 
EITHER READING ADVENTURE STORIES AT THE LOCAL LIBRARY, OR LISTENING TO 
‘TALES TOLD HIM BY THE MANY TRAVELERS HE CAME TO KNOW IN JACKSONVILLE 
WHEN THEY MOVED TO SALEM MASSACHUSETTS SHE WOULD FIND HIMLIN THE 
EVENINGS DOWN BY THE LOCAL TRACKS OF MAINE CENTRAL WATCHING TRAINS. 
AND TAKING TO HOBOES. AT 8 YEARS OLD HE CAUGHT THE HOBO BUG AND SHE 
‘SAW THAT HE WOULD ONE DAY HIT THE ROAD AND TRAVEL LIKE JACK LONDON, &T 
AGE 17 STRETCH HIT THE ROAD ITH A PART COLLIE-PART CHOW DOG NAMED 
CCHESSIE, SO NAMED AFTER THE CHESAPEAKE & OjtI0 RAILROAD THAT HE LOVED 
‘TO TRAVEL ON. WHEN I CAME TO KNOW HiM STRETCH WAS TRAVELLING WITH A 
006 NAMED BURLINGTON, SO NAMED EECAUSE HE WAS BORN ON A BURLINGTON 
NoRTHERN BOXCAR. STRETCH HAD A BAD HABIT OF EXCESSIVE BEER DRINKING, A 
HABIT HE PICKED UP FROM OTHER HOBO'S HE HUNG AROUND WITH AND | WOULD 
HARDLY EVER SEE HIM WITHOUT A 40 OUNCER OF BEER IN HIS HANDS. HE WOULD 
ALSO CARRY A LARGE NUG WITH HIM AND POUR A CAN OF BEER IN IT TO ATTEMPT 
‘TO DRINK IT ON THE SLY. STRETCH (OVER THE YEARS) WAS ALSO WELL TRAVELED 
AND WAS CALLED UPON FOR DIRECTIONAL ADVICE AT NANY HOBO GATHERINGS, 
AND JUNGLES, ADDING HIS RAIL KNOWLEDGE To THE CREW CHANGE GUIDE 
‘STRETCH EVENTUALLY CAMPAIGNED AND WAS ELECTED AS KING OF THE HoB0'S, 
AND REIGNED QUITE POPULARLY NEVER LEAVING THE RAILS, BUT STRETCH'S 
DOFINKING CAUGHT UP WiITH HIM AFTER BURLINGTON Diep. HE ENDED UP HIS LIFE 


LIVING IN FLAGSTAFF ARIZONA AND CAUIGHT-THE-WESTROUND IN HIS JUNGLE DUE 
TO ALCOHOL POISONING, JUST LIKE WATEREED LOU, STRETCH 1S BURIED IN THE 
NATIONAL HoBo CEMETERY AT BRITT lowa. 


GuiTAR WHITEY - BorN As RonesT (BoB) SyMMONDs GurTar WHITEY STARTED 
‘OUT LIFE ON THE WEST COAST IN AN UPPER MIDDLE CLASS FAMILY, HIS FATHER 
WAS ORIGINALLY 4 STOCK BROKER HOWEVER DURING THE STock Market Crash 
OF THE 1930's WHITEY'S FAMILY, AS HE ONCE SAID IT, "WENT FROM GENTEEL 
MIDDLE CLASS To SCRABBLE Ass POOR OVERNIGHT." THAT WOULD BE A MAJOR 
‘SHOCK TO ANYBODY IN THIS PRESENT DAY AND AGE JUST AS IT WAS To WHITEY'S 
FAMILY, WHITEY SAID HIS FATHER ENTERED INTO SEVERAL DIFFERENT SUSINESS 
ARRANGEMENTS TO TRY TO GET HIS FAMILY OUT OF SUCH DIRE STRAITS. “BUT 
EVERYTHING HE TRIED FAILED, HE NEVER MADE ANOTHER DIME AS LONG ASHE 
LIVED" SO THAT LEFT WHITEY TO BE THE BREAD-WINNER WHICH IS THE REASON HE 
LEFT HOME AND WENT ON THE ROAD, OR TO BE MORE EXACT THE RAILROAD. 


WhITEY FOLLOWED MAINLY THE CROP PICKING ROUTE'S, BUT ALSO LEARNED HOW 
TO PLAY THE GUITAR WHICH CAME IN HANDY FOR TIMES WHEN HE HAD NO 


EMPLOYMENT TO GAIN, SO HE STARTED VISITING SEVERAL DIFFERENT MUSIC 
EVENTS, WHEN THE JAPANESE BOMBED PEARL HARBOR WHITEY JOINED THE 
NAVY AND SERVED HONORABLY, AFTER COMING BACK TO THE STATES WHITEY 
BOUGHT AND STARTED RUNNING A GLASS BOTTOM BOAT FOR TOURISTS AND 
FISHING CHARTERS AND RAN IT SUCCESSFULLY FOR 20 YEARS. GOT MARRIED, AND 
HAD CHILDREN, AND ALSO BECAME INVOLVED WITH AMERICA'S ECOLOGICAL 
PROBLEMS WITH HIS EVENTUAL FRIENDSHIP WITH SINGER/SONGWRITER/ACTIVIST 
PETE SEEGER. HE ALSO BEGAN GETTING INVOLVED WITH THE CONTINUATION OF 
Hogo's IN AMERICA. RENEWING FRIENDSHIPS HE HAD IN HIS FORMER HOBO LIFE, 
AND MAKING NEW FRIENDS WITH THE NEXT GENERATION OF HOBO'S, VISITING THE 
MANY DIFFERENT HOBO GATHERINGS THAT WERE CELESRATED DURING THE 1990's 
‘TO THE EARLY 2000's, INCLUDING THE NATIONAL HoBo CONVENTION, THE 


‘STAPLES 4TH OF JULY PARTY, Buzz PoTTER's HoB0 POETRY AND Music 
FESTIVAL, KING OF THE HOBO'S SONGBIRO'S HOOTENANNY HELD IN LATE AUGUST 
15 MILES EAST OF LA CROSSE WISCONSIN. AND KING RED BIRD EXPRESS'S EAST 
Coast HOBO GATHERING, WHITEY ALSO SAILED DOWN THE HUDSON RIVER ON & 
‘SCHOONER WITH PETE SEEGER TO PROTEST THE POLLUTION OF THE HUDSON 
RIVER, A CAUSE THAT THEY BROUGHT TO THE ATTENTION OF AMERICA OF WHICH 
‘THEY HELPED TO SOLVE. WHITEY AND HIS WIFE JOYCE LIVED IN SAN Louis OBISPO 
CALIFORNIA, A CREW-CHANGE ON THE S.P. (Now U.P.) AND WOULD RIDE OUT OF, 
AND INTO TOWN ON FREIGHT TRAINS, BUT GAVE UP THE TRAIN-RIDING AFTER HE 
FOUND OUT THAT ONE RIDE HE WAS ON HE SHARED A CAR WITH THE HOBO KILLER 
OF THE LATE 1990's. SOMETIME AETWEEN 2000 aND 2010 WHITEY 
CCAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND AND IS BURIED IN SAN LOUIS OBISPO, HE WAS IN HIS 
90s. 


‘SANTA FE SHORTY - BoRN AS DAVID TEETER IN LA JUNTA CoLoRADO SHORTY 
GREW UP IN THE ERA OF STEAM RAILROADS AND LOVED TO SIT AND WATCH TRAINS 
MOST OF THE DAY MUCH TO THE CONSTERNATION OF HIS PARENTS WHO WORKED 
FOR THE SANTA Fé RAILROAD, WHEN | KNEW HIM HE WAS 53 YEARS OLD AND 
‘TOLD OF HIS DAVS AS A CHILD LISTENING TO THE STORIES oF HoB0's WHO WOULD 
GATHER AT THE FREIGHT HOUSE TO WORK CONTRACT LABOR, THE STORIES HE 
HEARD INCISED HIM TO JOIN THEIR RANKS. AND AT AGE 18 HE LEFT HOME ON A 
BOXCAR HEADING OUT FOR TRINIDAD COLORADO, SHORTY WAS EORN WITH 
STUNTED GROWTH (NO, HE WAS NOT A DWARF, NOR DID HE HAVE THE DWARFISM 
GENE) AND ONLY GREW TO BE 5'T" TALL. HE WAS WELL KNOWN FOR CARRYING & 
‘SMALL STEP LADDER WTH HIM TO MOUNT FREIGHT TRAINS, AS HE TRAVELED 
‘SHORTY LEARNED THE TRADE OF ‘CLEAN-OUT'S" AND WOULD WORK AT GRAN 
SILO'S ALL OVER THE COUNTRY. AS SMALL AS HEWAS HE COULD CLIMB INTO ANY 
SMALL HOLE TO WORK ALL DAY, SHORTY HAD A HOME IN COLORADO SPRINGS 
ALONG THE RIO GRANDE RAILROAD AND WOULD LEAVE HIS "MONIKER ON TRAIN 
cars FROM COLORADO SPRINGS 70 WALSENAURG: OTHERWISE HE COULD @E 


FOUND IN HIS FRONT YARD WATCHING TRAINS GOING BY, HE NEVER TURNED AWAY 
ANY HOBO WHO WOULD STOP BY MUCH TO THE CONSTERNATION OF HIS 
NEIGHBORS. WHEN SANTA Fe SHORTY CAUGHT-THE-WESTBOUND HE WAS FOUND 
SITTING IN HS FRONT YARD, A CIGARETTE STILL BURNING IN AN ASHTRAY, AND A. 
BEER IN HIS HAND, AS IF HE WAS LOOKING FOR A HOBO TO STOP BY, HE WAS B6. 


‘THESE WERE THE HOBO'S THAT MADE AN IMPRESSION ON ME WITH THEIR LIVES 
AND ACTIVITIES, THEY WERE CHARACTERS ALL OF THEM, THEY KNEW THE WAY 
‘THEY WANTED TO LIVE THEIR LIVES. AND EVERYONE THEY CAME INTO CONTACT 
WITH HAD THEIR LIVES ENRICHED BECAUSE OF THE CONTACT, AND THAT'S HOW 
YoU NEED To DESIGN YOUR LIFE. JUST LIKE THEY DID AND STILL 00, BY DECIDING A 
ROUTE TO LIVE BY AND PURSUING IT, AND GIVING AID TO PEOPLE ALONG THE WAY 
WITHOUT AN EXPECTATION OF REIMBURSEMENT OR REMUNERATION. AND 
REMEMBER: (T'S NOT THE QUANTITY OF PEOPLE YOU COME INTO CONTACT WITH, 
BUT THE QUALITY THAT WILL MAKE THE MAJOR IMPACT ON THE AMERICAN 
ExPERIENGE, LiFe, AND CULTURE, ANO THAT (I FEEL) Is WHAT NEEDS TO BE DONE 
FOR THE 21ST CENTURY! THERE WERE MANY MORE HOBO'S THAT I CAME IN 
CONTACT WITH OVER THE PAST 50 YEARS, SUT THEY WERE JUST "BLIPS ON THE 
RADAR" (SO TO SPEAK), JUST AS QUICKLY ENTERING AND LEAVING MY LIFE, LIKE 
SHIPS PASSING IN THE NIGHT. IF I TOOK THE TIME TO WRITE ABOUT THEM ID HAVE 
WRITERS CRAMP FOR SEVERAL YEARS AND THIS BOOK WOULD COST MORE THAN | 
WANT 17 TO, | ALWAYS LOOK FOR & BARGAIN NO MATTER WHERE AM, AND I'M 
ALSO LOOKING FOR A BARGAIN FOR YOU TOO, 


Hono Poetry 


WELL | MADE A MENTION OF MY POETRY IN THIS 800K AND I FEEL THAT IF I'M 
GOING TO D0 THAT FOR MYSELF | NEED TO REPRESENT OTHER HoBo's WHO WRITE, 


(OR HAVE WRITTEN POETRY, IF I'M TRULY WRITING A HoBo HisTORY BOOK THEN | 
NEED TO INCLUDE THIS PART OF THE LIFE. IN THE QUIET TIMES, BETWEEN TRAINS, 
MANY HOBO'S WILL DO A LOT OF HARD THINKING, AND AT THESE TIMES "THE 
MUSE” WILL INSPIRE THEM TO WRITE DOWN THEIR THOUGHTS AND FEELINGS, AND 
‘THEY WILL WAX ELOQUENTLY, AS REPRESENTED 8Y THE FOLLOWING POEMS! 


SortLy BY THE TRACKS 


| STOOD BY THE MAIN IN THE SOFT AUGUST RAIN AND WATCHED AS HER 
HEADLIGHT APPEARED, 


‘SHE CRESTED THE HILL WITH A LOW MOANING QUILL, THEN PROCEEDED THROUGH 
SIGNALS JUST CLEARED. 

‘SHE ROLLED DOWN THE MAIN WITH A RUMBLING REFRAIN, A SONG ALL THE 
RAMBLERS HAVE KNOWN, 


‘THE CREAKS AND THE GROANS, AND THE LOW WHISTLE MOANS REMIND US OF 
YESTERDAY'S HOMES. 


(OW, HOW MANY TIMES HAVE I HEARD THOSE OLD CHIMES WHEN MY CHURCH WAS 
‘THE HIGH IRON TRAIL, 


WHEN THE VISION OF YOUTH RESPONDED TO TRUTH, EXPRESSED IN A STEAM 
ENGINE'S WAL. 


‘AND THE CLUNK OF THE GEAR BROUGHT A SOFT WELLING TEAR, AS | STOOD THERE 


ALONE IN THE NIGHT, 


‘AND | FELT, ONCE AGAIN, THAT DEEP YEARNING YEN, THAT ALL US OLD RAMBLERS 
MUST FIGHT. 


‘THEN SHE WHISTLED A NAME THAT SOUNDED THE SAME AS LOVER | KNEW LONG 
Aso, 


MET HER OUT THERE IN THE CLEAN PRAIRIE AIR, IN THE RISING SUN'S SOFT 


WARMING GLOW. 


fp SEEN HER AT NIGHT IN THE CAMPFIRE'S LIGHT, I'D HEARD HER SOFT CALL ON 
‘THE PLAINS, 


I'D TASTED HER LOVE IN THE RAIN FROM ABOVE, AND SLEPT WITH HER OFTEN ON 
TRAINS. 


‘AND THE ROMANCE WE KNEW | OFTEN REVIEW, AND I SAVOR THE FOND MEMORY, 


OF THE SWEET CUNNING WAY SHE LED ME ASTRAY, AS SOFT AS A SOUTH WIND AT 
SEA, 


| REMEMBER HER NOW BUT I CAN'T RECALL HOW | LOST HER AND SHE SLIPPED 


away, 


‘SHE SOMETIMES COMES BACK WHEN I STAND BY THE TRACK THEN SHE SINGS, AND 
I MUST Look away. 


AND THE RIVERS AND STREAMS STILL CARRY MY DREAMS, OUT WHERE THE LONG 
FREIGHTER'S ROLL, 


AND THE MEMORIES GLEAM AS THE LONE WHISTLE’S SCREAM STILL CALLS TO MY 
WANDERING SOUL. 


‘AS THE YEARS ROLL ON BY I STILL WONDER WHY I MISS HER AND LONG FOR HER 
$0, 


‘AND HER NAME INTHE END WAS FREEDOM, MY FRIEND, A LOVER THAT MOST NEVER 
Know. 


‘THE TRAIN PASSES BY AND THERE'S MIST IN MY EYE, AND IT'S NOT FROM THE SOFT 
FALLING RAIN, 


[AND | KNOW I'LL BE BACK TO THIS PLACE BY THE TRACK TO WATCH FREEDOM GO 
BY ON THE TRAIN, 


-Ep C. PoTTER 1993 © BLUEWATER PUBLISHING (USeD BY PERMISSION) 


ONE More TRAIN To Ride 


WHEN I WAS ONLY 21 | LEFT MY HOME IN ATCHISON, VIA BOXCAR ON THE SANTA 
Fe, TOLD MoM AND DADDY NOT TO GRIEVE, THE TIME HAD COME FOR ME TO 
LEAVE, THE CINDER TRAIL WAS CALLING’ ME AWAY. 


BUT THAT WAS 40 YEARS AGO, I''E RODE MILLION MILES OR MORE, THE 
RAMBLING! FEVER STILL BURNS DEEP INSIDE. 


IVE BEEN IN ALMOST EVERY TOWN, BUT | COULD NEVER SETTLE DOWN, I'VE STILL 
GOT THAT ONE MORE TRAIN TO RIDE. 


WHEN THE EVENING SUN GOES DOWN ILL FIND A PLACE TO LAY ME DOWN, IN 
‘SOME OLD HOBO JUNGLE ONCE AGAIN. 


BUT WHEN THE TRAIN COMES BY AT DAWN IT'S "SO LONG PAL I'M MOVING ON, I'M 
GOING SOMEWHERE | ANT NEVER BEEN. 


‘A.WHEN | FINALLY MAKE MY RUN TO THAT LAND BEYOND THE SUN, I WILL HOLD MY 
HEAD UP HIGH WITH PRIDE, 


LL RIDE THAT WESTBOUND TO THE END, | HOPE ST. PETER LET'S MEN, I'VE STILL 
GOT THAT ONE MORE TRAIN TO RIDE. 


‘THERE'S ONE MORE TRAIN To RIDE, 17'S COMING’ ROUND THE BEND, GONNA’ HOP 
‘THAT OLD WESTBOUND, RIDE IT TO MY JOURNEY'S END. 


I'D REALLY LIKE TO STICK AROUND, BUT | COULD NEVER SETTLE DOWN, I'VE STILL 
GOT THAT ONE MORE TRAIN TO RIDE. 


-JeROME (LIBERTY) JUSTICE © 1993 OLD Dean STuMP Music 


‘The Hopo's Hear 


‘THE ROAD NEVER ENDS IN THE HOBO'S HEART, BUT IT WINDS AND TURNS FOREVER, 
THERE'S NO ROOM FOR HIM IN A WORLD OF MEN, HE LIVES CLOSE TO THE WIND 
AND WEATHER. 


‘THE ONLY ROOF A3OVE HIS HEAD IS A BOXCAR TOP AS HE RAMBLES, IT'S A WORLD 
OF STRIFE IN A SETTLED LIFE, TOO MUCH TO RISK IN A GAMBLE, 


He's A HAPPY SORT AS HE WANDERS FREE, THE BACK ROADS AND RAILROADS HAVE 
KNOWN HIM, HE HAS A REFERENCE FOR LOVE AND A GOD ABOVE, BUT NO MAN ON 
EARTH CAN OWN HIM. 


HE SMILES AS HE DREAMS OF THE LONG AGO, WHEN LIKE HIM WERE MANY OTHERS, 
‘THE SONGS THEY SANG, THE STORIES THEY TOLD THROUGH THE DAYS THEY SPENT 
‘TOGETHER. 


AND ON CHILLY NIGHTS IN THE JUNGLE CAMPS THE WARMTH OF THE CAMPFIRE 
‘SHARING, OF QUIET THOUGHTS IN LONGING HEARTS, OF LOVED ONES AND THEIR 
CARING. 


(OF CHILDHOOD DAYS IN THE OLD HOMEPLACE, OF VIRTUES TRUE AS MOTHERS, OF 
FATHERS WHO TOILED WITH HEART AND HAND KNOWING OTHER MEN AS BROTHERS, 


BUT His BROTHER'S ARE DEAD AND HE RESTS ALONE AT DUSK BY A RUSTY TRACK, 
AND HIS BROKEN HEART SINGS A SAD REFRAIN OF TRAINS THAT WON'T COME BACK. 


OF PEOPLE TOO WHO RODE THE TRAINS, MANY PLACES WHERE THEY RAN, YET 
‘THROUGH THE YEARS AND LONELY NIGHTS HE GOES ON AS BEST HE CAN. 


‘THE RAILROADS ARE DYING, HIS BROTHERS ARE DEAD, TOO FEWFRIENDLY SMILES 


‘TO GREET Hil, YET HE TRAVELS ON SUSTAINED BY THE FACT THAT THE WORLD 
(COULD NOT DEFEAT HIN, 


-ViRGIN‘A SUM- © 2003 UNIVERSITY PRESS 


THere's A LITTLE Bit OF Tex IN ME 


Now | REMEMBER BACK DURING MY HOBO YEARS WHEN | WAS FOOTLOOSE AND 
FANCY FREE, | MET OLD TEX DOWN THE RAILROAD TRACKS CAMPED UNDERNEATH A 
TREE. 


HE WAS AN OLD, OLD HOBO, A LEGEND FROM LONG AGO, WHO RODE THE FREIGHTS: 
IN ALL THE STATES FROM MAINE TO Mexico. 


| KNEW OLD TEX ALWAYS TRAVELED ALONE AS HE RODE FROM STATE TO STATE, 
BUT HE BROKE His RULE FOR A HOMELESS KID, AND WE GRABBED A NORTHEOUND 
FREIGHT. 


FAR ACROSS THIS MIGHTY LAND WE RODE WHERE THE WIND BLEW WILD AND FREE, 
‘AND I KNOW AS | LOOK BACK THROUGH THE YEARS THERE'S A LITTLE BIT OF TEX IN 
Me. 


‘Slab ROW BARS AND RAILROAD CARS, AND CAMPFIRES DOWN THE TRACK, OH MAN, 
MULLIGAN STEWED AND COFFEE BREWED, DRUNK FROM A BLACKENED CAN. 


He SHOWED ME THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS, AND WE WALKED DEATH VALLEY'S 
‘SANDS, HE ROLLED HIS SMOKES FROM BULL DURHAM POKES WITH HIS BATTERED, 
‘Time WORN HANDS. 


HE TOLD ME TALES OF THE HOBO TRAILS AND ADVENTURES FROM LONG AGO, 
ABOUT CHICKEN RED, ND AMBOY FATS, AND A TRAMP CALLED ONE-EvED JOE. 


AND ALL ABOUT A RAMBLIN' MAN WHO RAMBLED FROM SEA TO SEA, AND YOU'D. 


KNOW AT ONCE IF WE EVER MET THERE'S A LITTLE BIT OF TEX IN ME. 


I cuess | THOUGHT LIKE OLO MAN RIVER We'D JUST KEEP ROLLING ON, BUT 25 
YEARS WENT BY SO FAST | DIDN'T KNOW WHERE THEY'D GONE, 


‘SO ONE FINE DAY IN THE MONTH OF MAY AT THEAGE OF 94, OLD TEX WENT TO 
LIVE IN A REST HOME, AND COULD ROAM WITH ME NO MORE. 


‘THEN THE WORLD SEEMED BIG AND LONELY AS | ROAMED THE LAND ALONE, THE 
GRASS WASNT GREEN AND THE SUN DIDN'T SHINE, AND THE WIND EVEN SEEMED TO 
MOAN, 


BUT | TRAVELED ON AND MY HAIR TURNED GRAY AS I LIVED THE LIFE THAT'S FREE, 
AND NOW MORE THAN EVER I'D HAVE TO SAY THERE'S A LITTLE BIT OF TEX IN ME. 


BUT TINE GOES BY AND ALL THINGS CHANGE, AND JUST THE OTHER DAY, | MET A 
HOMELESS, HUNGRY BOY DOWN ALONG THE SANTA FE. 


HE WAS DIRTY, TIRED, SICK, AND SAD, HE CAME FROM THE LONE STAR STATE, AND, 
YOU SEE, ME AND HIM KIND OF HIT IT OFF, SO WE GRABSED A NORTHBOUND 
FREIGHT, 


LL SHOW HIM THE LAND AND THE JUNGLE CAMPS, AND WELL GO CAMP BY THE 
SEA, FOR | KNOW IT'S TRUE, AND SO DO YOU, THERE'S A LITTLE BIT OF TEX IN ME! 


-Hooo River BLACKIE- 1979 


Hopo Pictures 


(.K, AS WITH ANY BOOK ON THIS SUBJECT THERE WILL BE PEOPLE WHO WILL 
WANT TO SEE EXAMPLES OF THESE ACTIVITIES, SO | OFFER THESE PICTURES AS AN 
VISUAL EXPLANATION. TAKE CARE WHEN YOU VIEW THEM, AND REALIZE THAT 
WHAT IS DEPICTED HERE IS A PART OF MY FAMILIES DAILY LIVES, DONT TRY TO 
EMULATE THEM, YOU AINT READY FOR THAT! 


‘ANOTHER Hoso Book 


WELL I GUESS THAT I'LL NEED TO INCLUDE A TABLE OF CONTENTS IN THIS BOOK 
$0 DONT EXPECT THIS TO BE LIKE THE HISTORY OF THE TEXAS MADMAN, SUES I 
JUST CAN'T GET AWAY WITH DOING AS I DAMNED WELL PLEASE! So I'M erring 
THIS ONE TO BE MOSTLY DEDICATED To HoBO PoETRY, BE THAT ASIT MAY - 
AS | WRITE THIS IT HAS EVOLVED AND INCLUDES OTHER HOBO ARTICLES, AND 
EXPLAINATIONS. SO SEEING THERE IS A MULTITUDE OF STORIES AND OTHER 
ARTICLES, AND NOT JUST ONE LONG STORY, THERE HAS TO aE AN TABLE OF 
Conrewrs. DAMMITOL! 


THE Way OF THE Hoso- 
Hogo Linco 
ANo#t 

THE Onicins OF THE Frisco Cincte- 


Hosa's Nicknames For RaiLRoADs-—— 


Hoso's: 

‘The UNsuNG Hisrory OF AMeRicA's HarowoRKiNG Hopo 

‘THE DEATH OF THE AMERICAN Hop0———— 
HoBo Perry 

LET Me Rie To HEAVEN ON A Train 

Meuissa 

‘SOFTLY BY THE TRACKS: 

‘ONE More TRAIN To RiDE—————— 

‘THE Hono's HEART- 

‘There's A LITTLE Biv OF Tex IN Me 

Boxcar's My Home: 

‘THE Ghost OF ToM Joao: 

Loro OPEN RoAD————_—__-—__— 

THE Hono OF CHELAN 


THE LONELY DEADHEAD Boxcar Way OuT THERE: 


THe Hope AND THe Loser. 


THe Racceoy Man- 


The Low Hisnway: 


PLaces Far: 


THE HIDDEN Hos0 Sioe-—_____ 


‘THE TRIP WesT- 


‘THe Way OF THE Hopo 


HAVE YOU EVER DREAMED OF HOPPING A FREIGHT TRAIN AND LIVING OFF THE 
LAND?, IT'S NOT AS GLAMOROUS AS IT SOUNDS, BUT IN CASE YOU DO HERE'S A 
STARTER COURSE: 


What's THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A HOBO, A TRAMP, AND A BUM? 


Hog: A MIGRATORY WORKER (THE MOST RESPECTED OF THE THREE), HOBO'S ARE 
RESOURCEFUL, SELF-RELIANT VAGABONDS WHO TAKE ON TEMPORARY WORK TO 
EARN A FEW DOLLARS BEFORE MOVING ON, THE HOBO RIDES FREIGHT TRAINS FROM 
JOB TO JOB, AND CITY TO CITY JUST LIKE THE FIRST HOBO’S DID AT THE END OF 
THE AMERICAN Civil WAR. 


‘TRAMP: A MIGRATORY WORKER WHO ENJOYS THE VAGABOND LIFE, THE TRAMP. 
WALKS TO CITIES AS OPPOSED TO RIDING, THUS REMEMBERING THE WORLD WaR-1 
SONG “TRAMP, TRAMP, TRAMP THE Boys ARE TRAMPING™. 


Bum: THE LOWEST OF THE LOW, A WORTHLESS LOAFER WHO STAYS IN ONE PLACE, 
AND WOULD RATHER BEG THAN WORK FOR GOODS AND SERVICES. 


HOBO LINGO 


ADAM & EVE ON 4 RAFT - 2 FRIED EGGS ON TOAST, “WRECK ‘EM IF THEY'RE 
‘SCRAMBLED, "WITH THEIR EVES OPEN" IF THEY'RE NOT. 


ALLEY ~ A CLEAR TRACK IN & RAILROAD YARD. 

ALLIGATOR BAIT - FRIED OR STEWED LIVER. 

‘AMERICAN NOMAD - A HOBO THAT HAS BEEN ACROSS THE NATION MANY TIMES, 
ANGEL Food ~ A Mission House SERUON. 

APPLE KNOCKERS - APPLE PICKERS. 


Bcko0oR BUMMING -To SEEK FOOD AT THE BACK DOOR TO LIMIT 
EMBARRASSMENT. 


BANJO - A SHORT HANDLED SHOVEL. 
BarTeR- To ses, 
BEANERY ~ A RAILROAD EATING HOUSE, A "BEANERY QUEEN" IS & WAITRESS. 


Bic Rock CaNov MOUNTAINS - A HOEO'S PARADISE, AS DESCRIBED IN THE SONG 
By Harry MCCLINTOCK. 


Bis House - THe STATE PENITENTIARY. 
BINDLE- A BEDROLL THAT CONTAINS ALL OF THEHOBO'S PROPERTY. 


BLACK BOTTLE - DEADLY POISON ALLEGEDLY GIVEN TO HOEO'S IN HOSPITALS, 
MANY HOBO'S BELIEVE THIS EXISTS. 


BLAck HoLE~ A TUNNEL. 
BLACK SNAKE - A SOLID TRAIN OF LOADED COAL CARS. 


Bo's of BOE'S - A SLANG TERM USED 70 DESCRIBE AN EXPERIENCED HOBO. 


BONEVARD - ANY GRAVEVARD, ALSO REFERRING TO A HOSPITAL, OR A MEDICAL 
COLLEGE WHERE THEY PRACTICE ON THE BODIES OF DECEASED HOBO'S. 


BooMER - A DRIFTER WHO WENT FROM ONE RAILROAD JOB TO ANOTHER STAYING 
‘A SHORT TIME ON EACH RAILROAD JOB, 


Boxcar ART- HOB0 MONIKERS, 
Boxcar TOURIST~ A FREIGHT TRAIN RIDER PRETENDING TO BE A HOBO. 
BULL - SPECIAL AGENT OR RAILROAD POLICE. 


BUM - A MIGRATORY NON-WORKER, LOWEST OF THE HOBO HIERARCHY, IT IS A 
‘TERM OF MANY MEANINGS BUT MAINLY REFERRING TO THE LOWEST OF THE LOW. 


CAB THE CREW COMPARTMENT OF A LOCOMOTIVE, OR CABOOSE. 
CALABoosE - THE POLICE STATION, on TOWN Lock-UP, 


CATCH THE WesTBOUND - ONE WHO IS DYING, OR HAS DIED, HOBOS DON'T LIKE 
TO SAY HE'S/SHE'S DEAD, THEY REFER TO RIDING THE WESTBOUND TO THE BIG 
Rock CANDY MOUNTAINS, (PARADISE) 


CATCH OUT WAITING ON A TRAIN TO RIDE, OR THE ACT OF GETTING ON BOARD A 
TRAIN THAT WILL MOVE SOON, A LOCATION AT, OR NEAR A TRAIN YARD WHERE 
HOBO'S WAIT TO CATCH A FREIGHT TRAIN, 


CITY BUM - A TRAMP THAT HANGS OUT IN A CITY, AND NEVER LEAVES IT, ALSO 
REFERRED TO AS A HOMEGUARD. 


CODE OF THE ROAD - IT DEMANDS THAT EACH HOBO HIDE HIS IDENTITY UNDER A 
ROAD NAME, THE CODE OF THE ROAD IS A GROUP OF UNWRITTEN LAWS BY WHICH 
HOBO LIFE 1S GOVERNED, 


COFFIN Nail A TERM FoR CIGARETTES. 


CRADLE- A GONDOLA. 


Creep JOINT - A WHOREHOUSE WHERE THE PROSTITUES ARE PICK-POCKETS. 
Digsat - AN OLD HOBO WHO MOOCHES OFF OF OTHER HORO'S, 

DiTcHED - To BE THROWN OFF A TRAIN. 

Doceins IT - TRAVELING BY GREYHOUND Bus. 

Dummies Hogo's WHO PRETEND TO BE MUTE. 


Easy MaRk - A HOBO SIGN, OR MARK THAT IDENTIFIES A PERSON OR PLACE WHERE 
YoU CAN GET FOOD, MONEY, AND/OR A PLACE TO STAY. 


EAT SNOWBALLS To STAY UP NORTH DURING THE WINTER. 

FINK ~ ONE WHO TAKES A STRIKERS JOB, GOOD HOBO'S FROWN ON THIS PRACTICE. 
Fur-FLAM MAN ~A PERSON WHO PRACTICES PETTY TRICKERY, OR DECEPTION. 
Fiop - A PLACE To SLEEP. 


F.R.E.D./E.0.T.D, - FLASHING REAR END DETECTOR, WHEN THE CABOOSE WAS 
ELIMINATED FROM MOST TRAINS THEY WERE REPLACED BY THIS, THE DEVICE 
FLASHES A RED LISHT, AND RADIOS THE AIR PRESSURE AND VACUUM TO THE 
ENGINE. THE CONDUCTOR AND REAR BRAKEMAN REFERRED TO THIS ITEM AS THE 
Enp OF TRAIN Device OR THE FLASHING REAR END DETECTOR, BUT OFTEN THEY 
WERE CALLED THE FUCKING REAR END DETECTOR. 


Frurr TRAMP ~ A MIGRATORY WORKER WHO TRAVELS FREIGHT TRAINS TO EACH 
Frurr HARVEST. 


GYPSY ~ A PERSON WHO LIVES ON THE ROAD, CONSTANTLY TRAVELING, 
Hanb Our A PARCEL OF FOOD GIVEN TO A HOBO, ALSO CALLED A LUMP. 
HIGHBALL- A SIGNAL GIVEN BY THE ENGINE TO START MOVING. 


Hit THE Grit - To BE FORCED OFF A TRAIN, OR RAILYARD. 


Hit THE Roan - To GET BACK TO RIDING TRAINS, 


Honey Hono - A PERSON WHO ENGAGES IN HOROLIKE BEHAVIOR WHILE ON 
VACATION FROM THEIR FULL TIME JOB, ALSO CALLED A WEEKEND HOEO, OR A 
‘Yurie Hoo. 


HoB0-A MIGRATORY WORKER, MOST RESPECTED IN THE HOBO HIERARCHY, THE 
HOBO IS INDEPENDENT, UNLIKE TRAMPS OR SUMS HOBO'S ARE VERY RESOURCEFUL, 
SELF RELIANT PEOPLE, THEY AVOID LONG TERM WORK COMMITMENTS, PREFERRING 
‘TO BE FREE 10 FOLLOW THE CALL OF THE OPEN ROAD WHEN IT COMES. 


Honey DIPPING - WORKING WITH A SHOVEL IN A SEWER. 


HoUsE Doc - A HOBO WHO SOES AROUND HUNTING JOBS CLEANING WINDOWS, 
BEATING CARPETS, SCRUBBING FLOORS, ETC. 


Jack ROLLER ~ A THEIR WHO ROBS SLEEPING, OR DRUNK MEN. 
JAILHOUSE SPuDS - WAFFLES POTATOES. 

Jam NuTS ~ DOUGHNUTS, ALSO CALLED "ToPPINS". 

JAVA oR JOE - COFFEE. 

JERUSALEM SLIM- THE HOBO NAME FOR JESUS CHRIST. 
JOHNORJOHNNYLAW A TERM FOR THE POLICE. 

JUNGLE- THE HOBO CAMPSITE, 08 HOME. 


JUNGLE BUZZARD - ONE WHO HANGS AROUND THE JUNGLE SUMMING OFF OF 
OTHER HOBOS. 


KING Or THE HoB0's OR KING OF THE ROAD - IN THE GOLDEN AGE OF THE HOBO 
IT WAS AN HONOR TO BE GIVEN BY A VOTE FROM THOSE STILL ON THE ROAD FOR 
‘ONE WHO WAS CONSIDERED AS THE MCST EXPERIENCED AND RESPECTED HOBO OF 
THEM ALL] 


Knicit’s OF THE Road - ANOTHER NAME FOR A HOBO WHO GOES OUT OF HIS 
WAY TO BE A GENTLEMAN, 


Lisrary Bros - Hono's WHO HANG OUT IN PUBLIC LIBRARIES. 
Lizzie TRAMPS - FOLKS WHO SOMETIMES HITCHIKE, BUT OFTEN DRIVE FROM TOWN 
TO TOWN LIVING OUT OF THEIR CARS. 

KNOWLEDGE Box - A SCHOOLHOUSE WHERE HOBO'S SOMETIMES SLEEP. 

Mission STIFF - A TRAMP WHO STAYSIN A MISSION, OR SHELTER MOST OF THE 
‘YEAR, A RETIRED HOBO WHO GIVES UP THE ROAD FOR HEALTH REASONS, OR OLD 
AGE. 

Mooci - To Bes. 


MULLIGAN STEW ~ STEW MADE FROM GOMBINED CONTRIBUTIONS OF EVERYONE, 
‘SOME HOBO'S CAN KEEP A POT OF STEW GOING FOR SEVERAL DAYS WITH 
EVERYBODY CONTRIBUTING ONE THING. A SCRAP OF BACON, A BISCUIT, A CARROT, 
A POTATO, AS LONG AS EACH INGREDIENT IS FREELY GIVEN THE STEW WILL BE 
NUTRITIOUS, AND THE POT WILL STAY FULL UNTIL EVERVONE HAS HAD His FILL. 


Nai -To HOP A TRAIN. 


(ONE EYED BaNDIT~ A BOXCAR WITH ONE DOOR OPEN, AND THE OTHER DOGR 
SHUT. 


(On THE FLY~ GETTING ON OR OFF A TRAIN THAT IS STILL MOVING. 
Peart DIVER ~ SOMEONE WHO WASHES DISHES. 

Piavine THE SPOONS - SOME HOBO'S HAVE LEARNED TO ENTERTAIN USING 
RYTHYN, 2 S®OONS ARE HELD IN HAND LOOSELY, THE ROUNDED DISH ENDS POINT 
TOWARDS EACH OTHER. THE HOBO RATTLES THE SPOONS, AND/OR TAPS THEM IN A 


RHYTHNIC FASHION, AN EXPERIENCED HOBO CAN ACTUALLY MAKE MUSIC IN THIS 
FASHION, THIS IS CALLED MAKING THE SPOONS SING. 


‘SURFING - RIDING THE TOPS OF TRAIN CARS WHILE THE TRAIN IS IN MOTION, 


‘TRAMP ART- ARTWORK MADE BY HOBO'S CARVED INTO WOOD AND SOMETIMES. 
STEEL USING A KNIFE OR A CHISEL, HOBO'S MADE PIECES IN EXCHANGE FOR A 
ROOM OR A MEAL, 


UNCLE SAM - THE FEDERAL GOVERNMENT. 
WANDERLUST ~ AW IMPULSE TO TRAVEL, OFTEN CALLED ITCHY FEET. 


WeESTBOUND- A TRAIN A HOBO DIES ON. 


‘Yuppie HoBo's - PEOPLE WHO HOP TRAINS FOR ADVENTURE, BUT STILL WORK A 
‘40 HOUR WORK WEEK IN A TOWN OR CITY. 


‘ANo.#1 LEON RAY LIVINGSTON, HE BEGAN HIS LIFE AS A HOBO WHEN HE RAN 
AVIAY FROM HOME IN SAN FRANCISCO IN 1883, ONLY 11 YEARS OLD, THE BOY 
WAS T09 YOUNG TO FIND WORK, SO HE TOOK UP WITH A HOBO NAMED FRENCHY, 
AN EX-CON AND EXPERIENCED WANDERER WHO TAUGHT HIM THE WAYS OF THE 
ROAD. LEON BECAME KNOWN AS A-No#1 BECOMING ADEPT AT HOPPING A TRAIN 
AFTER HAD LEFT THE STATION (OTHER HOBO'S WEREN'T AS SKILLED AND LOST 
‘THEIR LIVES, FALLING UNDERNEATH THE WHEELS OF THE TRAIN). HE LOVED THE 
HOBO LIFE AND KEPT A SCRAPBOOK OF THE TRAVELS THAT TOOK FROM THE 
KLONDIKE TO THE AMAZON, AND EVERYWHERE HE WENT HE WROTE HIS NAME, 
“A-No#1", ON FENCES, ON BARNS, ON STOREFRONTS, AND IN TRAIN YARDS. EVERY 
BARE WALL HE ENCOUNTERED GORE WITNESS TO THE FACT THAT A-No#1 HAD 
‘BEEN THERE, WORD OF MOUTH TURNED HiM INTO AMERICA'S MOST FAMOUS HOBO. 
‘AND BECAUSE HE NEITHER DRANK NOR SMOKED, BECAUSE ME VALUED HONESTY 
AND CLEANLINESS, THE OTHER HOBO'S LOOKED UP TO HIM AND GAVE HIM ANOTHER 
NIOKNAME - 'KING OF THE HoBo's.” 


‘AS HE GOT OLDER A-No#1 RAMBLED FROM COAST TO COAST WITH THE FAMOUS 
WaITER JACK LONDON, WHOSE ROAD NAME WAS "SAILOR JACK." LONDON 
INSPIRED A-No#1 TO BECOME A WRITER HIMSELF, HIS FIRST BOOK WAS ENTITLED 
“THE Lire AND ADVENTURES OF A-No#1", FOLLOWED CLOSELY BY "HOBO 


CAMPFIRE TALES", HE WROTE 12 BOOKS IN ALL, A-NO#1 CLAIMED THAT HIS ONLY 
REAL GOAL IN LIFE WAS TO KEEP BOYS AND GIRLS FROM RUNNING AWAY FROM 


HOME AND LIVING THE SORT OF LIFE HE LED. HE GAVE LECTURES ON THE EVILS OF 
‘THE VAGABOND LIFE AND USED THE MONEY HE MADE FROM HIS BOOKS TO SEND 
RUNAWAY KIDS HOME. "WHEN | STARTEO OUT THE WANDERLUST WAS UPON ME 
AND | ENJOYED THE ZEST FOR ADVENTURE, LATER | TRAVELED BECAUSE IT BECAME 
AWABIT, AND ALTHOUGH I HATE THE LIFE, | TRAVEL BECAUSE | CANNOT STOP." 
A-No##1 CAUGHT-THE-WESTSOUND IN 1944, AND WAS BURIED IN THE PLACE HE 
HAD GOME TO LOVE MOST—A SMALL TOWN IN PENNSYLVANIA CALLED CAMBRIDGE 
‘SPRINGS. ON HIS TOMBSTONE 1S WRITTEN A-No#1 AT REST AT LAST. 


THE ORIGIN's OF THE Frisco CIRCLE 


IN THE OLD DAYS OF HOBOING THERE ALWAYS WAS A PROBLEM OF TRYING TO FUND 
“THE KITCHEN TO FEED THE MANY HOBO'S THAT WOULD BE COMING IN AND OUT OF 
‘THE JUNGLE AT ALL HOURS OF THE DAY OR NIGHT. AT ONE HOBO JUNGLE IN TULSA 
OKAHOMA SOME ENTERPRISING HOBO'S DECIDED TO ADOPT THE WESTERN STYLE 
(OF COMMUNITY COLLECTION BY DRAWING A CIRCLE ON THE GROUND INTO WHICH 
FOOD OR MONEY WOULD BE PLACED FOR COMMUNITY USE. THIS WOULD BE MADE 
AVAILABLE FOR WHOEVER WOULD BE ELECTED AS THE ‘Crue Boss" (Cook)! THE 
‘TERM "FRISCO CIRCLE" WAS GIVEN TO THIS INVENTION FOR THE HOBO JUNGLE 
WAS BECAUSE THE HOBO'S WHO INVENTED THIS IDEA WERE TRAVELING ON THE ST. 
Louis 8 SaN FRANCISCO RAILROAD, NICKNAMED "THE Frisco"! THE "Frisco 
CIRCLE" WAS ADOPTED BY HOBO'S ALL OVER THE COUNTRY, AND IT'S INVENTION 
WAS ESPECIALLY NEEDED DURING AMERICA'S GREAT DEPRESSION (WHICH IS A 


MISNONER BECAUSE THERE WAS NOTHING GREAT ABOUT IT!), THE IDEA Was SO 
ATTRACTIVE THAT IT WAS ADOPTED BY CHURCHES, AS WELL AS COMMUNITY 
ORGANIZATIONS AND THUS BEGAN MANY CHURGHES AND COMMUNITIES TO CREATE 
WHAT IS NOW KNOWN 4S A FooD BANK. So WHEN YOU GO To A FOO BANK, Look 
‘TOA TRAIN TRACK AND THANK A HOBO FOR INVENTING THE IDEA! 


Hoso's NickNAMEs For RAILROADS 


Hogo'S HAVE HAD NICKNAMES FOR THE RESPECTIVE RAILROADS THAT THEY 
‘TRAVELED ON, THEY MAY HAVE FAVORED CERTAIN LINES, AND REVILED OTHER 
LINES, BUT WHATEVER THE CASE. THE FOLLOWING ARE INSGNIA OF RAILROADS, 
“THEIR NAMES, THE NICKNAMES GIVEN BY HOBO'S, AND WHY THEY WERE SO NAMED! 
| GRANT YOU SOME OF THE NAMES HERE ARE COMICAL THE WAY THEY SOUND, OR 
EVEN SATIRICAL, SOME HOBO'S MAY HAVE GIVEN THE NICKNAME BECAUSE OF 
DERISION TOWARD THE RESPECTIVE RAILROAD, STILL IT IS POETICAL IN THE WAY 
‘SOME HOBO'S CREATE NAMES USING THE LETTERS IN THE RAILROAD TITLE THUS: 


B.N. - THE BURLINGTON NORTHERN RAILROAD, THIS ROUTE WAS CALLED BUGGER 
Nose BY HOBO'S BECAUSE OF THE GREEN COLOR OF THE LOCOMOTIVES! 


ST.P.&P, - ORIGINALLY TITLED CHICAGO MILWAUKEE ST. PAUL & PACIFIC, 
‘THIS RAILROAD RAN THROUGH THE MIDWEST ANG WAS CALLED THE MILWAUKEE 
ROAD, THE LETTERS WERE REORGANIZED BY HOBO'S TO SPELL CAN'T MAKE ST. 
Paul Paoouctivt 


C.N.W.- ANOTHER MIDWEST RAILROAD ORIGINALLY CALLED CHICAGO NORTH 
WESTERN, IT WAS FRECUENTED BY HO8O'S, THIS RAILROAD USED RECYCLED 
EQUIPMENT AND OFTEN BROKE DOWN IN TRANSIT, HOBO'S CALLED THIS ONE CHEAP 
& NoTHING Works! 


CONRAIL - A CONSOLIDATION OF 2 RAILROADS, THE PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD AND 
THE NEW YORK CENTRAL, AND SEVERAL SMALLER LINES, THE COLORS OF THIS 
RAILROADS LOCONOTIVES AND CABOOSE'S WAS THE REASON HOEO'S CALLED IT BIG 
Buel 


C.S.X. - THE LETTERS STOOD FOR CHESSIE, SEABOARD AND THE X STOOD FOR THE 
COMBINING OF THE 2, BECAUSE OF THE “ASSININE ATTITUDE" OF THEIR RALROAD 
POLICE HOBO'S CALLED THIS ONE CHICKEN SHIT EXPRESS! 


‘D.8R.G.W, - THE LETTERS sT000 FOR DENVER & RIO GRANDE WESTERN 
RAILROAD, BUT BECAUSE OF THE CONDITION OF THE TRACKAGE, AND EQUIPMENT 
Ho's CALLED THis RAILROAD DinTy & Raccen Goinc West! 


GCSE, - Oni 
WAS CREATIVE IN THE MOVEMENT OF IT'S EQUIPNENT, INCLUDING CONVERTING A 
‘TRACTOR-TRAILER TO HOOK UP TO SHORT STRINGS OF CARS TO MAKE A LOCAL 
‘TRAIN. THEY ALSO CONVERTED AN EARTH MOVER TO OPERATE LIKE A LOCOMOTIVE 
(COMPLETE WITH A FUEL TENDER TO RUN TRAINS DISTANCES OF 100 MILES. 
BECAUSE OF THE ODDBALL ASSORTMENT OF ROAD POWER HOBO'S CALLED THIS 
RAILROAD GoT CREATIVE & SLID FREE! 


IALLY CALLED GULF COLORADO & SANTA FE, THIS RAILROAD 


GIN, - THE LETTERS STOOD FOR GREAT NORTHERN BUT BECAUSE OF THE 
MoUNTAIN GOAT TRADEMARK HOBO'S REFERRED TO THIS RAILROAD AS THE BILLY 
Goat! 


LG. - THE LETTERS STAND FOR ILLINOIS CENTRAL, BUT BECAUSE OF SOME OF THE 
BIZZARE WAYS OF RAILROAD OPERATION, INCLUDING STOPPING IN THE MIDDLE OF 
NOWHERE HOBO'S CALLED THIS ONE ID|OT CENTRAL! 


K.C.S, - THE LETTERS STAND FoR KANSAS CITY SOUTHERN, BUT BECAUSE THIS 
RAILROAD HAS A TOP SPEED OF ONLY 40 MPH. HoBO'S CALL IT KEEPS CRUISING 
SLowLy! 


LAN, - THE LETTERS SOON FOR LOUISVILLE & NASHVILLE, THIS RAILROAD RAN IN 


‘THE DEEP SOUTH AND ITS MAIN CARGO WAS PECANS, HicoRY NUTS, & WALNUTS, 
BECAUSE OF THIS HOBC'S CALLED THIS RAILROAD LOWER & NUTTY! 


OK.K.T, - OKLAHOMA KANSAS TEXAS, THIS WAS A SUBSIDIARY RAILROAD OF THE 
MKT. (oR KATY) THis WAS A RE-USE OF A ROCK ISLAND ROUTE RUNNING FROM 
KANSAS THROUGH OKLAHOMA, AND INTO TEXAS, HOBO'S CALLED IT OLD KRUSTY 
& TEMPORARY! 


M.K.T. - Missouri KANSAS TEXAS, THIS RAILROADS PASSENGER TRAIN 
ADVERTISEMENTS HAD A LADY ON THEM SIMILAR TO "PHOEBE WHITE” THAT WAS 
ON ADVERTISEMENTS FOR THE ERIE LACKAWANNA RAILROAD, SO THE RAILROAD 
WAS CALLED THE KATY, AND SOMETIMES Miss KATY! 


‘MP. - ORIGINALLY CALLED THE MISSOURI PACIFIC THIS RALROAD RAN ACROSS 
MISSOURI WHOSE SUMMERS ARE HOT AND MISERABLE, THUS HOEQ'S CALLED IT 
Misery Paciric! 


MARLL, ORIGINALLY CALLED MONTANA RAlL LINK THIS RAILROAD, AT ONE TIME 
‘SAW IT'S ENGINEERS FIGHT EACH OTHER OVER WHO WOULD RUN THE TRAIN, OR 
‘THEY WOULD LET A TRAIN STAY ON A HILL WITHOUT POWER TOO LONG, AND WOULD 
HAVE TO RESPOND WHEN THE TRAIN LOST AIR-PRESSURE AND ROLLED DOWN THE 
HILL DERAILING IN.A TOWN, OR CITY. BECAUSE OF ACTIONS LIKE THIS HOBO'S CALL 
‘THIS RAILROAD MONKEYS RUNNING Loose! 


ULP, - ORIGINALLY CALLED THE UNION PACIFIC THIS RAILROAD TRIED TO BE THE 
GREAT UNCLE TO PEOFLE LIVING ALONG IT's RIGHT-OF-WAY SO HOBO'S CALLED 


Unote Pere! 


W.G. - THis RAILROAD'S NAME WAS WISCONSIN CENTRAL AND ITS MAIN CARGO IS 
‘CORN & MILO WHICH IS USED IN THE MANUFACTURE AND DISTILLATION OF 
WHISKEY WHICH IS WHY HoBo'S CALLED IT WHISKEY CENTRAL! 


WP. THis RAILROAD WAS ENTITLED WESTERN PACIFIC, BECAUSE IT WAS 
PRO-UNION AND EVEN SUPPORTED THE I.W.W, (INTERNATIONAL WORKERS OF THE 


WoRLD, ALSO REFERRED TO AS THE WORBLIES), HOBO'S CALLED THis Woaaty 
Pru! 


HoBo's 


‘THERE ARE A COUPLE OF HOBO'S WHOSE HISTORIES | WANT TO INCLUDE HERE, 
THEY LED INTERESTING LIVES AND | FEEL THEY NEED TO BE REPRESENTED IN THIS 
00K! 


‘Tue EL Paso Kip (JocHunvt) Hono Kis 1989- THe EL Paso Kip HAD A 
FAMOUS NANE AS THERE WAS A NOVIE CALLED THE EL PASO KiD RELEASED IN 
1946. ALSO A CRIMINAL CALLED THE EL Paso KID BAFFLED AUTHORITIES FOR 
YEARS IN THE 40's AND 50's WITH HIS SUCCESSFUL CRIMINAL ACTIVITIES. BUT 
Twas EL Paso Kio was 4 KING oF THE Hono's! IN 1989 THE EL Paso Kin was 
ELECTED KING OF THE HoBG's WITH SLO FREIGHT BEN BEING ELECTED QUEEN, 
‘SHE WAS 78 YEARS OLD, HE WON THE RUN OFF ELECTION AGAINST A MAN CALLED 
JOHN, OTHER CANDIDATES HAD BEEN RAMBLING RuDY, Gas CAN PADDY, AND 
low BLACKIE. IN A UNIQUE TURN OF EVENTS THE KINS AND QUEEN THAT YEAR, 
WHO USUALLY ARRIVED IN BRITT THE BEST WAY THEY COULD, WOULD HAVEAN ALL 
EXPENSE PAID TRIP TO LOS ANGELES TO APPEAR ON A CBS NETWORK SHOW 
CALLED "THE THIRD DEGREE". 


“The EL Paso Kip (ALSO KNOWN AS JOE HUNT) WON THE CROWN WITH A SIMPLE 
‘SPEECH OF " HOBO'S ALWAYS WORK". FRIENDS PASSED AROUND LEAFLETS 
LOOSELY RESEMBLING DOLLAR BILLS WTH EL PASO Ki'S LIKENESS AND 
CREDENTIALS FOR BEING KING, WHICH FEATURED HIS BEING AN EXPERT ON THE 
PUGHT OF THE HOMELESS, AND SPEECHES TO CHURCH GROUPS ABOUT YOUTH 


PROBLEMS, ECOLOGY, UNEMPLOYMENT, AND THE HOMELESS. “IF I'M ELECTED 
KiNG” HE SAID "I WON'T KICK BACK AND THINK I'M TOO GOOD TO WASH DISHES OR 
HELP CLEAN UP AROUND CAMP, YET" HE ADDED "DON'T LET ME FORGET IF IGET A. 
LITTLE SLACK." THE FOLLOWING YEAR 2 HORO'S MET IN A RAILROAD YARD IN 
BAKERSFIELD CALIFORNIA, ONE WAS OLD AND WHITE HAIRED, AND CALLED HIMSELF 
GUITAR WHITEY, AND THE OTHER WAS MIDDLE AGED, AND WAS THE EL Paso Kip ~ 
Kine OF THE Hono's. BOTH WERE HEADING FoR THE NATIONAL HoBo 
CONVENTION BUT THEY WERE TAKING DIFFERENT ROUTES, SORT OF A RACE TO SEE 
WHO WOULD ARRIVE FIRST. GUITAR WHITEY PLANNED ON GOING THROUGH 
NevaDA, UTAH, COLORADO, AND THE MIDWEST, THE EL Paso KiD WAS GOING TO 
‘TAKE THE NORTHERN ROUTE THROUGH IDAHO, MONTANA, NORTH DAKOTA, AND 
MINNESOTA INTO loWA. GUITAR WHITEY ARRIVED IN BRITT 2 HOURS BEFORE THE 
Et Paso Kio, BUT THE KID UPSTAGED HIM, GUITAR WHITEY HAD TO HITCHIKE THE 
LAST FEW MILES WHILE THE EL PASO KID RODE IN ON A FREIGHT TRAIN. BY THAT 
YEAR WHAT DEFINED A TRUE HOBO SEEMED TO CHANGE AS THERE WAS NO NEED TO 
WORK TO EAT, THERE WAS PROSPERITY IN THE NATION, AND WELFARE, AND FOOD 
‘STAMPS HAD CHANGED THE HOBO'S LIFESTYLE. THERE WERE MORE ADVENTURER'S 
RIDING THE RAILS THAN REAL Hogo’S LOOKING FOR WORK, AND "FLYING THE 
SIGN" HAD REPLACED SOME OCCUPATIONS. NEVERTHELESS THE HoBo WAY WAS 
BENG CARRIED ON AND DEFINED, AND CHANGED BY MODERN DAY HOBO'S OF THAT 
ERA, 


‘SONGBIRD JOHN Mc CUE HOBO KING 1990 - IT WAS WRITTEN THAT SONGBIRD, 
WHOSE REAL NAME IS JOHN MCCUE "HAS POETRY IN HIS SOUL", HE WAS ANOTHER 
OF THE Hop POETS WHO TRAVELED ACROSS THE NATION WRITING ABOUT THEIR 
‘TRAVELS, IN 1990 HE WAS CROWNED HOBO KING WITH THE QUEEN BEING GYPSY 
MOON. SONGBIRO WAS NOT ONE OF THE DEPRESSION ERA HOBO'S WHO HAD BEEN 
KING, BUT HE DID RIDE THE TRAINS IN THE 60'S AND 70'S OFF AND ON FOR FOR 
ABOUT 12 To 13 YEARS, ENOUGH TO QUALIFY HIM AS A HOBO. BUT INTHE 90'S HE 


WAS A VAGABOND WITH A HOME IN BANGOR WISCONSIN, A WIFE, A CHILD, AND A 
FULL TIME J08. HOWEVER, LIKE OTHER KING'S, HE WOULD BE TRAVELING—NOT BY 
TRAIN, THOUGH, AND USING MIS NEWFOUND CELEBRITY STATUS TO PROMOTE HIS 
CAUSES OF THE HOMELESS, POW's, AND MIA'S. MUCH OF HIS POETRY, HE SAID, 
‘STARTED OUT PRETTY BUT ENDED UP IN PROTEST. 


“I's MY GOAL, NOT A PROMISE, TO TRY TO CHANGE GEORGE BUSH'S NIND ON 
‘SOME THINGS, THERE ARE UNNECESSARILY HOMELESS PEOPLE WHO ARE CAUGHT IN 
LIMBO BETWEEN THE MINIMUM WAGE AND THE BIG CORPORATIONS.” SONGBIRD, AT 
AGE 44, was 1 & 1/2 YEARS SHORT OF A COLLEGE DEGREE IN PHILOSOPHY AND 
PLAYED SEMFPROFESSIONAL SOCCER IN MILWAUKEE AND CHICAGO. AS FAR AS HIS 
POETRY |S CONCERNED, HE SAID "WHENEVER | WAS ON THE ROAD | FOUND MYSELF 
WRITING’, HE WROTE MOST OF HIS POETRY IN THE 70'S. HE SAID HE HOPPED 
“TRAINS AND HITCHIKED OVER MOST OF THE NATION STOPPING To WORK HERE AND 
THERE, AND THEN MOVING ON. HOWEVER HE STUDIED POETRY UNDER HOWARD 
SCHWARTZ AT THE UNIVERSITY OF MissouRI IN ST, LoUIS, WHERE HE SAID HE 
(MAJORED IN FUN AND SOCCER, AND MINORED IN POETRY. “BUT NOW I HAVE A 
PERFECT JOB FOR A HOBO, | DRIVE 400 MILES A DAY, [DONT KNOW WHAT I'D DO IF 
I HAD To WoRK IN A FACTORY". HE GAVE UP HOBOING IN 1980, WHICH HE DIDN'T 
RECOMMEND ANYMORE, TAKING THE SAME STANCE OF OTHER RETIRED HOBO'S. 
BUT SONGBIRD, A MAN OF NOT A FEW WORDS, SAID " TRAINS ARE FASTER, THE 
INSURANCE COMPANIES GOT EVERYTHING LOCKED UP, THE BULLS ARE CRAZY.” 


‘SONGBIRD VOLUNTEERED FoR VIET NAM WHEN HE WAS 19, HE WAS A HELICOPTER 
MECHANIC AND WAS RETURNED TO THE UNITED STATES AFTER A BROKEN ARM 
‘THAT DID NOT HEAL PROPERLY. IT DID NOT TAKE HIM LONG TO OPPOSE THE WAR 
FOLLOWING HIS DISCHARGE AS HE FOUND MOST OF HIS FRIENDS WERE IN THAT 
CATEGORY. "| FINALLY MADEUP MY MIND THAT THE ANTHWAR STANCE WAS 


RIGHT... WAR IS EVIL!" AT THE ANNUAL BaNGor Hoso HOOTENANY SoNcaIRD 


PLANNED ON LAUNCHING A NEW ORGANIZATION CALLED V.0.W. (VETERANS 
OpPoseD TO WAR), AND PEOPLE USUALLY LISTENED TO HIM AS HE WAS 6'3", AND 
WEIGHED 270 Pounps. AT THE Hopo CEMETERY SONGBIRD WANTED TO FULFILL 
HARDROCK KiD'S FINAL WISH TO POUR WHISKEY ON HIS GRAVE, AN OLD HOBO AND 
Cowsoy TRADITION. BUT A GROUP OF BRITT LOCALS OPPOSED THE OLD RITUAL, 
SAYING IT WAS A DAD EXAMPLE, SONGDIRO IS ACCREDITED WITH NEGOTIATING A 
‘COMPROMISE WITH A DISCLAIMER. "WE ARE NOT TRYING TO PUSH ALCOHOL, OR 
TEACH KIDS THAT T's O.K. TO DRINK, BUT THIS IS TRADITION, AND MANY OF 
THESE TEETOTALING HOBO'S HAD ONCE BEEN HARD DRINKERS THEMSELVES!” 


‘(MicHAgL PATRICK CONLEY (DANTE FucwHA) KiNs Or THE Hopos-2010-THERE 
ARE 24 U.S. MILITARY VETERANS BURIED IN THE HOB) MEMORIAL SECTION IN 
BrirT's EVERGREEN CEMETERY, 8 OF THE 24 ARE WORLD WAR 2 VETERANS, AND 
(MORE RECENTLY THE REMAINS OF SEVERAL VIETNAM VET'S WERE ADDED. ONE OF 
‘THE VIETNAM VETERANS BURIED THERE If THE 2010 KING oF THE HoBo's DANTE 
FUCWHA WHOSE GIVEN NAME IS MICHAEL PATRICK CONLEY. DANTE SERVED 3 
‘TOURS OF DUTY IN VIETNAM, 1968-1970, HE WAS AN EXPERT SHARP SHOOTER, 
PART OF A LONG RANGE RECONNAISSANCE PATROL (L.R.RP.), A SMALL GROUP 
(OF SPECIAL FORCES THAT PATROLLED DEEP INTO ENEMY HELD TERRITORY. ONE 
“TIME HE WAS ASKED WHY HE STAYED IN VIETNAM FOR SO LONG AND HE REPLIED 
“WE STAYED TO HELP AND PROTECT EACH OTHER.” LIKE MANY MILITARY VETERANS 
WHO SAW A LOT OF ACTION, DANTE RARELY TALKED ABOUT THE TIME HE SPENT IN 
‘NAM, BUT LITTLE BY LITTLE, BETWEEN HIM AND HIS FRIEND, PREACHER STEVE, A 
PICTURE WAS PAINTED OF A TRUE AMERICAN WAR HERO. ONE OF 13 CHILDREN, 
Miciast. Parick CONLEY WAS BORN 1948 IN CaMBRINGE MASSACHUSETTS, 
DANTE SAID HE WAS BORN LEFT HANDED, BUT THE NUNS AT THE CATHOLIC 
‘SCHOOL HE ATTENDED TAUGHT HM TO BE RIGHT HANDED. BUT HE ALSO ADDED"! 
ALWAYS SHOOT A GUN WITH MY LEFT HAND," DANTE LEFT HOME WHEN HE WAS 
114, WHEN HE WAS 18 HE WAS ARRESTED AND GIVEN THE CHOICE OF JAIL OR 


JOINING THE ARMY, HE CHOSE THE ARMY. 


IN THE ARMY HE BECAME PART OF THE 101sT AIRBORNE DIVISION, ALSO KNOWN, 
AS THE SCREAMING EAGLES, HE SAID HE PICKED THE NAME DANTE FUCWHA AS A 
RADIO CALL SIGN. IT WAS DERIVED FROM A T.V. SHOW CALLED THE 
HONEYMOONERS, AND A LENGTHY POEM BY THE POET DANTE, HE STATED THAT HE 
WAS READING DANTE'S POEM THE INFERNO, AROUT THE 9 STEPS INTO HELL. SO 
THE 1ST PART OF HIS CALL SIGN CAME FROM THE POET DANTE, THE LAST PART 
(CAME FROM THE T.V. SHOW THE HONEYMOONERS AND A CHARACTER PLAYED BY 
‘THE ACTOR JACKIE GLEASON, THE CHARAGTER'S NAME WAS JOE THE BARTENDER, 
JOE WAS ALWAYS TALKING ABOUT DATING 2 SISTERS WHO WERE TWINS CALLED 
‘THE FUCWHA SISTERS, WHO WEIGHED 300 LBS. 4 PIECE. DANTE SAID HE KNEW 
THAT NEITHER THE NORTH VIETNAMESE, NOR THE VIETCONG COULD PRONOUNCE 
HIS CALL SIGN NO MATTER HOW EDUCATED THEY Were, DANTE's UNIT WAS 
INVOLVED IN THE ASSAULTS UPON BOTH HiLt'S 901 AT DAK To VIETNAM, AND 
HILL 937 CALLED HAMBURGER HILL. So NAMED BY THOSE WHO FOUGHT THERE 
BECAUSE IT CHEWED UP MEN LIKE HAMBURGER, WHEN HE CAME BACK TO THE 
UniTeD STATES HE WENT INTO CONSTRUCTION, BUILDING NUCLEAR POWER 
PLANTS, WHEN HE STARTED RIDING FREIGHT TRAINS IN THE LATER 1970'S HE 
CONTINUED USING HIS CALL SIGN AS His HOBO MONIKER. 


DURING HIS MILITARY SERVICE DANTE ALSO TOOK PART IN THE TET OFFENSIVE IN 
1968, HE WAS IN SAIGON FOR THAT BATTLE, AND IN LATER 1969 HE AND HIS UNIT 
WAS CAPTURED BY THE NORTH VIETNAMESE ARMY. DANTE WAS LISTED AS 
MissING IN ACTION (M.I.A.) FOR 187 DAYS, BUT HE AND HIS UNT ESCAPED, "IT 
‘TOOK US 5 WEEKS TO GET BACK TO THE AMERICAN LINES". AMONG HIS MANY 
Miuirany AWARDS ARE 2 SILVER STARS, 3 PURPLE HEARTS, AND 5 PRESIDENTIAL 
CITATIONS, URING THE 1990's 70 2000's DANTE DEALT WITH SEVERAL SERIOUS 


HEALTH PROBLEMS, HE ONCE STATED 'I QUALIFY FOR AGENT ORANGE BENEFITS, 
[BUT NEVER APPLIED BECAUSE | DIDN'T WANT TO TAKE AWAY FROM FAMILIES WITH 
CHILDREN.” 


IN 2019 DANTE WAS LIVING IN TUCSON ARIZONA, AND AGAINST HIS DOCTOR'S. 
ADVICE HE LEFT THE AREA TO GO VISIT A FEW CLOSE FRIENDS AROUND THE 
COUNTRY. HE ALSO ATTENDED THE 2019 NATIONAL HoBo CONVENTION IN BRITT 
IOWA AND VISITED FRIENDS THERE, IN TRUE DANTE STYLE HE SHOWED UP WEARING 
[A TEE SHIRT WITHA LARGE YELLOW BUTTERFLY PRINTED ON IT WITH THE SLOGAN 
“BUTTERFLIES APPEAR WHERE ANGELS ARE NEAR’. UNDER THE SLOGAN WAS 
PRINTED DANTE 1948-2019, AFTER LEAVING BRITT DANTE TRAVELED TO 
‘STAPLES MINNESOTA, ON DECEMBER 19, 2019, AT A CARE CENTER THERE, WITH 
ONE HIS BEST FRIENDS FOR LIFE AT His SIDE, DANTE QUIETLY CAUGHT THE 
WESTBOUND, IN A LAST NOTE TO ONE OF HIS FRIENDS DANTE WROTE 'WILL MOVE 
70 GARE CENTER, BUT CHRISTMAS CARDS TO FAMILY, ANO THE Hogo NATION 
‘COME FiRsT.” 


‘THE UNSUNG HisToRY oF AMERICA'S Haro WoRkING Hog0's 


DESPITE THE EVER WIDENING WEALTH GAP, MOST OF US CONTINUE TO GRASP AT 
‘THE AMERICAN DREAM, WHICH PROMISES FINANCIAL SECURITY IN EXCHANGE FOR 
HARD WORK. IN FACT FOR MANY WORKERS IN TODAY'S ECONOMY ATTAINING 
MIDDLE CLASS STATUS IS EXACTLY THAT—A DREAM—WHILE DIGITAL 
‘TECHNOLOGIES HAVE PUSHED ENORMOUS NUMBERS OF STEADY-PAYCHECK 
EMPLOVEES INTO THE UNPREDICTABLE "GIG ECONOMY" WHERE CONTRACTS ARE 
‘THE NORM. ROUGHLY 140 YEARS AGO AMERICAN WORKERS FACED A DIFFERENT 


‘SET OF ECONOMIC UNCERTAINTIES, AS MACHINES BEGAN TO REPLACE ABLE-BODIED 
(MEN IN FACTORIES AND ON FARMS, BUT BACK THEN A SAFETY NET EXISTED IN THE 
FORM OF A NEWLY LAID RAILROAD. WHICH PROMISED HOPE TO WORKERS WILLING 
TO TRADE THE COMFORTS OF HEARTH AND HOMEFOR A CHANCE AT GAINFUL 
EMPLOYMENT. ALL ONE HAD TO DO WAS HOP A TRAIN AND DECLARE HIMSELF A 
Hoo, THE FIRST AND FOREMOST THING TO UNDERSTAND ABOUT HOEO'S 1S THAT 
Hoso's Ane Not BUMS, GOT THAT?, Hoso's FULLY EMBRACE THE PROTESTANT 
WORK ETHIC. BOUNCING FROM PLACE TO PLACE, LOOKING FOR SHORT TERM JOBS 
‘TO EARN THEIR KEEP, AND TRAMFS DO THE SAME THING, EUT WITHOUT THE 
‘TRAIN TO ENSURE THEIR TRANSPORTATION, WHILE BUMS JUST WANT TO BUM 
EVERYTHING—MONEY, FOOD, OR CIGARETTES. BUT HARD-WORKING TRAMPS AND 
HOBO'S HAVE ONE THING IN COMMON: BOTH HAVE TRAVELED, AND OFTEN ON THE 
RAILS, STARTING IN THE 19TH CENTURY, MUCH TO THE CHAGRIN OF THE RAILROAD 
OWNERS, SO CALLED BUMS WHO MIGHT BE TOO OLD, DISABLED, OR ILL TO WORK, 
TEND TO STAY IN ONE PLACE. 


‘TODAY THE WORD HOBO TENDS TO CALL UP 1 OF 2 CARICATURES DEEPLY 
INGRAINED IN OUR COLLECTIVE IMAGINATIONS: ONE Is A Sad SACK WITH BAGGY 
PANTS, SCRAGGLY WHISKERS, AND A BINDLE STICK, PASSED OUT IN AN ALLEY. AN 
IMAGE THAT's INTERCHANGEABLE WITH THAT OF A BUM, THE OTHER IS ABOUT 
LIVING FREE ON THE FRINGES OF SOCIETY, JUMPING BOXCAR'S DESPITE THE 
DANGER. WANDERING FROM TOWN TO TOWN WITH NO ROOTS OR COMMITMENTS, 
SLEEPING UNDER THE STARS WITH FELLOW HOBO'S WHO TRADE BANJO TUNES AND 
WILD sToRIES. WooDY GUTHRIE, JACK LONDON, ERNEST HEMINGWAY, JAMES: 
MicHener, Louis L'AMOUR, CLARK GABLE, AND MULTMILLIONAIRE WINTHROP 
ROCKEFELLER WERE ALL DRAWN TO THIS UNTETHERED LIFESTYLE, AND TOLD 
STORIES ABOUT THEIR TIME ON THE RAILS BURNISHING THE LEGEND. 


WANDERING AND WORKING IN THIS AUTONOMOUS WAY WAS, BY AND LARGE, A 
PRIVILESE THAT BELONGED TO THE ABLE-BODIED MEN AROUND THE TURN OF THE 
20TH CENTURY. THE WEBSITE "Iv SEARCH OF THE AMERICAN HoBo" 


RESEARCHED BY SARAH WHITE FOR THE UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA'S AMERICAN 
‘STUDIES PROGRAM, IN 2001, REVEALS THAT THE PATH OF THE HOBO, WHO IS 
BASICALLY JUST. MIGRATORY LABORER, HAS NEVER BEEN AN EASY ONE. WHEN 
‘THEY FIRST EMERGED IN THE UNITED STATES IN THE LATE 1800'S, HOBO'S - LIKE 
BUMS AND TRAMPS ~ WERE OFTEN VILIFIED AS USELESS VAGRANTS BY THE 
(COMMUNITIES THEY TRAVELED 0, WHERE THEY MIGHT BE BEATEN UP, BADGERED 
8Y POLICE, OR CHASED OUT OF TOWN, WHICH IS A SHAME BECAUSE THESE 
‘TOWNSPEOPLE OBVIOUSLY DIDN'T UNDERSTAND THAT HOBO'S HAVE ACTUALLY 
BEEN ESSENTIAL TO THE RAPID GROWTH OF AMERICA'S ECONOMY. ACCORDING TO 
ROGER BRUN'S 1980 BOOK KNIGHT’s OF THE ROAD: A Hos0 HISTORY HO30'S 
HELPED BUILD THE VERY RAILROADS THAT THEY TRAVELED ON, AS WELL AS SEWER 
‘SYSTEMS, WATER LINES, ROADS, BRIDGES, AND HOMES THAT HAVE FILLED UP THE 
West. 


FORTUNATELY HO8O'S HAVE HAD SAFE HAVEN'S HERE AND THERE IN THE UNITED 
‘STATES, PLACES POPULATED BY SYMPATHETIC FOLK, IN PARTICULAR, THE SMALL 
TOWN OF BRITT IOWA, HAS BEEN A HOME PLACE FOR THE HORO LABORER 
STARTING IN 1900, BRITT, WHICH HOSTS THE WEEKLONG NATIONAL HOBO 
CONVENTION EVERY AUGUST AND BOASTS A YEAR ROUND HOBO MUSEUM, HAS 
DEDICATED ITSELF TO CELEBRATING HOBO'S AND THE CULTURE THEY CREATED, 
WHILE CEBUNKING THE MOST PERVASIVE MYTHS ABOUT THESE TRAVELERS. THE 
"go's THAT GOME TO BRITT HAVE A STRICT CODE OF ETHICS TO FOLLOW, AND EVEN 
‘A ROYAL COURT, TO FIND THE ORIGINS OF THE ANERICAN HOBO YOU HAVE TO Go 
BACK TO THE LATE 1860's. A TIME OF UPHEAVAL IN THE UNITED STATES, THE 
Civit War (1861-1865) LAID THE COUNTRY TO WASTE, RIPPING APART FAMILIES 
‘AND DESTROYING TOWNS, AFTER THE WAR SOLDIERS ON BOTH SIDES OFTEN 


DISCOVERED THEY HAD NO HOME TO RETURN TO, ANO NO JOB, BECAUSE OF THEY 
WERE USED 70 THE NOMADIC LIFESTYLE OF THE MILITARY THEY ENDED UP 
WANDERING THE COUNTRY LOOKING FOR WORK, AFTER THE WAR THE SOLDIER 
WENT HOME AND THERE WAS NOTHING LEFT. SO HE GRABBED WHATEVER HE 
COULD, (A HOE OR A SHOVEL, ETC.) AND TOOK OFF DOWN THE ROAD IN SEARCH OF 


WORK, THAT'S HOW THE HOBO WAY OF LIFE STARTED. 


MEANWHILE THE COUNTRY BEGAN EXPANDING BEYOND EASTERN CITIES OLT 
‘TOWARD THE WEST, IN HIS BOOK, BRUN'S EXPLAINS MANY NEN FOUND WORK 
REBUILDING WAR TORN RAILS, AND LAYING TRACKS FOR THE TRANSCONTINENTAL 
RAILROAD. WHICH WAS BUILT BETWEEN 1863 AND 1869, PAVING THE WAY FOR 
MINING, LOSGING, AGRICULTURAL, AND LIVESTOCK ENTERPRISES, WHICH OFTEN 
NEEDED EMPLOYEES ON A SEASONAL BASIS, TO TAKE HOLD IN THE FAR-OFF 
REACHES OF THE CONTINENT. ONE OF THE BIGGEST EMPLOYERS FOR THE HOBO'S 
BACK THEN WAS THE RAILROAD SYSTEM, THEY ALSO DID FIELD WORK, BUILT COURT 
Houses, HOSPITALS, AND SoHOOLS, A LOT OF THEM LEARNED THE MASONRY 
‘RADE BY CONSTRUCTING THESE BUILDINGS. AT THE SAME TIME THE 2ND 
INOUSTRIAL REVOLUTION WAS ALTERING THE AMERICAN ECONOMY, AND JOB 
‘SECURITY AS BIG INDUSTRIES LIKE STEEL, COAL, IRON, AND OIL PRODUCTION TOOK 
‘A FOOTHOLD. FACTORY WORKERS ON NEWLY MECHANIZED ASSEMBLY LINES 
BECAME SUBJECT TO THE WHIMS OF THE GLOBAL ECONOMY, WHEN SUPPLY 
‘SURPASSED DEMAND LOW SKILLED LABORERS WERE LAID OFF. WITH EACH 


ADVANCE IN MACHINE TECHNOLOGY COMPANIES SHRANK THEIR WORKFORCES, THE 
RAILROAD GAVE THE FRESHLY UNEMPLOYED THE OPPORTUNITY TO START OVER 
AGAIN IM ANOTHER PLACE, 


‘THE UNEMPLOYMENT RATE EXPLODED IN 1873 WHEN JAY CooKE & Co, THE BANK 
‘THAT HAD FINANCED THE RAILROADS, WENT BANKRUPT, CREATING THE 1ST MAJOR 
AMERICAN DEPRESSION. WORK ON THE RAILROADS CAME TO A SCREECHING HALT, 
AND MORE THAN 4,000,000 PEOPLE BECAME UNEMPLOYED, A HALF MILLION 
RAILROAD LABORER'S WERE LEFT WITHOUT A FUTURE, BEFORE THE CRASH THE 
RAILROADS HAD IGNORED THE MEN HITCHING FREE RIDES ON FREIGHT TRAINS, 
FIGURING THE MANPOWER GOING TO TIMBER OR MINING COMPANIES WOULD ONLY 
HELP THEIR CARGO GROW. DURING THE DEPRESSION THOUGH RAILROADS CRACKED 
DOWN ON RAILRIDERS, PRIOR TO THE CiviL WAR MOST TOWNS HAD A MERCHANT 


ECONOMY AND A TRADITION OF CARING FOR THEIR OWN HOMELESS CITIZENS, THEN 
CALLED "TRAMPS’, THROUGH ACTS OF INDIVIDUAL CHARITY, OR PROVIDING THE 
DOWN-AND-OUT SHELTER IN THE LOGAL JAIL. BUT IN 1873 MORE AND MORE 
PEOPLE STARTED TO ROAM, HOPPING TRAINS TO LOOK FOR NEW WORK, AND 
‘TOWNS WERE FLOODED WITH COMPLETE STRANGERS BEGGING AT PEOPLE'S BACK 
DOORS, WHICH WERE OFTEN LOCATED NEAR THE KITCHEN, THE DOMAIN OF THE 
‘SOFTHEARTED HOUSEWIFE, NEWSPAPER'S WRESTLED WITH THE "TRAMP 
PROBLEM", SOME PEOPLE PUSHED FOR COMPASSION, ENDORSING THE IDEA THAT 
‘THEIR CITIES SET UP SOCIAL SAFETY NETS FOR THE ITINERANT WORKERS. WRITERS 
(ON THE OTHER END OF THE SPECTRUM FELT DOWNRIGHT VENOMOUS TOWARDS 
‘THESE VAGABONDS, SUSGESTING WOMEN LEAVE POISONED MEAT ON THEIR BACK 
PORCHES, TOWNS AND CITIES WOULD PASS STRICT VAGRANTS OR TRESPASSING 
LAWS. WHEN WANDERING HOBO'S WOULD ARRIVEIN OAKLAND MAINE, AT THE 
TURN OF THE CENTURY, THEY WOULD IMPRISONED IN A CHAIR SHAPED CAGE AND 
MOCKED AND TORMENTED FOR A FULL DAY. AS BLEAK AS IT WAS, HOBOING GAVE 
MANY YOUNG MEN THE HOPE THAT THEY COULD LEAVE THEIR HOMETOWNS, FIND 
WORK, AND HAVE GREAT ADVENTURES ALONG THE WAY. 


IF THE ROOTS OF THE HOBO ARE FAIRLY WELL UNDERSTOOD, THE ORIGINS OF THE 
WORD ITSELF, FIRST RECORDED IN THE LATE 19TH CENTURY, ARE MURKY. IT'S SAID 
‘THAT WHEN SOLDIERS WERE COMING BACK FROM THE CiviL. WAR, THEY WOULD 
TELL PEOPLE THEY WERE HOMEWARD BOUND, WHICH COULD HAVE BEEN 
SHORTENED To HOBO. THE LATIN PHRASE HOMO BONUS Means "Goon MAN’, 
‘SO HOBO COULD EE DERIVED FROM THIS AREA OF SPEECH, MIGRATORY WORKERS 
WERE OFTEN REFERRED 70 AS "HOE Boy's", WHICH MIGHT BE ANOTHER 
EXPLANATION OF THE WORD HOBO. AROUND THIS TIME HOBO'S WERE STARTING 
“TO ORGANIZE AND CODIFY THEIR WORLD, ALSO KNOWN AS HOBOHEMIA. AT A HO3O 
CAMPSITE, KNOWN AS 4 "JUNGLE!, NEAR THE BALTIMORE & OHIO RAILROAD, A 
GROUP OF 63 HOBO'S WHO CALLED THEMSELVES “TOURISTS” DISCUSSED THEIR 
FRUSTRATIONS ABOUT GETTING CHASED OUT OF TRAIN YARDS AND CITIES FOR 
HAVING NO NONEY OR OBVIOUS EMPLOYMENT. THEY CONCLUDED THEY NEEDED TO 


FORM A UNION, AS UNEMPLOYED UNION MEMBERS WOULD NOT BE HARASSED FOR 
(COMING TO TOWN, THAT NIGHT THEY FORMALIZED THE DUTIES OF DUES PAYING 
UNION MEMBERS, DRAWING UP LEGAL NOTARIZED PAPERS FOR NATIONAL TouRIST 
UNION #63, SO NAMED AFTER THE NUMBER OF HOBO'S PRESENT. 


‘ThE Tourist UNION STARTED HOLDING ANNUAL HoBo CONVENTIONS IN 
DIFFERENT CITIES AROUND THE COUNTRY TO GATHER YEARLY DUES (ONE NICKEL 
PE HOBO), TO RECRUIT NEW MEMBERS, AND RECONNECT WITH OLD FRIENDS. 
EVERY YEAR THEY WOULD ELECT A NEW KiNG, QUEEN, CROWN PRINCE, CROWN. 
PRINCESS, AND GRAND HEAOPIPE, THEIR DECISION ON CREATING A MONARCHY 
WAS NOT IN REFLECTION TO THE ENGLISH SENTINENT OF THAT DAY AND AGE (ALL 
THANKS TO SiR WINSTON CHURCHILL), BUT TO INTIMATE TO THE CIVIL 
AUTHORITIES THAT THEY MYSTERIOUSLY HAD A CONNECTION TO A ROYAL DIVISION 
OF THE WANDERING ROMANY'S OF EUROPE. THUS TO FURTHER GIVE PAUSE TO 
HARASSMENT BY AUTHORITIES OF STATES, COUNTIES, AND CITIES SO AS TO HAVE 
AN INDICATION THAT HARASSMENT MIGHT CAUSE AN INTERNATIONAL INCIDENT. 
WHATEVER THE REASON FOR THIS WHEN THE GRAND HEAD PIPE COMES 70 
TOWN HOBO'S HAVE TO GO TO HIM TO FIND OUT WHAT THEY CAN AND CANNOT CO, 
{IF THERE IS TROUBLE HE HAS TO TAKE CARE OF IT. 


‘THE UNION SOUGHT TO BUILD A BETTER RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN ITINERANT 
WORKERS AND MUNICIPAL AND RAILROAD POLICE AND HOPED THEIR CONVENTIONS 
WOULD IMPROVE THEIR PUBLIC IMAGE. BECAUSE THESE EVENTS DREW SO MUCH 
ATTENTION COZENS OF OTHER SINILAR GROUPS FORMED, AND BEGAN HOSTING 
SIMILAR GATHERINGS. AT THE 1887 TOURIST UNION CONVENTION HELD ON THE 
Mossissipri Riven BANKS OF ST. LOUIS THE UNION MEMBERS DREW UP A HoBo 
CODE oF ETHICS. THE FIRST LAW READ: "DECIDE YOU OWN LIFE, OON'T LET 
ANOTHER PERSON RUN, OR RULE YOU," ACCORDING TO THE CODE A HOBO SHOULD 
‘TRY TO KEEP HIMSELF CLEAN, AND BEHAVE LIKE A GENTLEMAN, RESPECTING THE 
LOCAL LAWS AND OFFICIALS, AS WELL AS RAILROAD OFFICIALS. A HOBO SHOULDN'T 
GeT STUPID DRUNK BECAUSE HLL JUST MAKE IT HARDER FOR THE NEXT HOBO 
‘THAT COMES ALONG. BY THE SAME TOKEN HE SHOULDN'T BE TOO GREEDY WITH 


HANDOUTS OR CAUSE PROBLEM'S IN THE TRAIN YARD BECAUSE ANOTHER MIGHT 
[NEED THE SAME RESOURCES IN THE FUTURE. HE MUST ALWAYS LOOK FOR VIORK, 
PARTICULARLY JOBS NO ONE ELSE WILL DO, WHEN HE CAN'T FIND WORK A HOBO 
SHOULD MAKE WORK FOR HIMSELF, PRACTICING A CRAFT LIKE WOODCARVING, 
METALWORKING, OR PAINTING. A LOT OF HOSO'S ARE VERY TALENTED, THERE 
ALWAYS MAKING SOMETHING OUT OF NOTHING, OTHERS ARE GIFTED MUSICIANS, 
LiSeRTY JUSTICE, WHO HAS SINCE CAUGHT THE WESTBOUND (R.lLP.), WAS A 
GREAT HOBO SINGER, HE ENTERTAINED AT JUNGLES, AND FOLK MUSIC EVENTS ALL 
‘THE TIME, MANY CURRENT, AND FORMER HO8O'S HAVE PUBLISHED THEIR 
AUTOBIOGRAPHIES. THE ETHICS CODE ALSO TRIED TO CLAMP DOWN ON HOBO'S 
WHO WERE KNOWN AS "JOCKERS" OR "WOLVES," WHO OFTEN TOOK BOYS AS 
APPRENTICES AND FORMED HOMOSEXUAL RELATIONSHIPS WITH THEM AS THEY 
‘SHOWED THEM HOW TO SURVIVE ON THE GO. IN TURN THESE LADS WERE CALLED 
"Roap Kips, PRESHUNS, Possestes, Lames, on FAGs." As A EUPHEMISM FOR 
Gay Sex H080'S WOULD SAY "HE BELONGS TO THE BROWNING SISTERS,” WHEN. 
“THE ROAD KiO WAS DITCHED BY HIS MENTOR HE'D BE KNOWN AS AN "AUNTIE, OR A 
PUNK." IN THE EARLY 20TH CENTURY 'PUNK” HAD BECOME A SLUR AGAINST 
HOMOSEXUAL MEN, POSSIBLY THE ROOT OF THE TERM FOR KNOCK DOWN CARNIVAL 
TARGETS, ALSO CALLED "PUNKS," THESE DAYS IT'S APPLIED TO REBELLIOUS YOUTH 
OF ANY SEXUAL ORIENTATION. TAKING A STAND, THE HoBo CODE OF ETHICS RULE 
13 STATES "DO NOT ALLOW OTHER HOBO'S TO MOLEST CHILDREN, EXPOSE ALL 
MOLESTERS TO ATHORITIES, THEY ARE THE WORST GARBAGE TO INFEST ANY 
SOCIETY." IT STANDS QUT BECAUSE IT'S THE ONLY ACT OF VIOLENCE SPECIALLY 
ADDRESSED IN THE 16 POINT CODE, IT ALSO INSTRUCTS HOBO'S TO ENCOURAGE 
RUNAWAY CHILDREN TO RETURN HOME, HELP THEIR FELLOW HOBO'S, AND 
PARTICIPATE IN THE UNION's Ho8O COURT WHEN SOMEONE IS BEING 
REPRIMANDED FOR VIOLATING THE CODE. ACCORDING TO THE CODE A HOBO IS 
EXPECTED TO CLEAN UP AFTER HIMSELF AND PITCH IN WITH CHORES WHEN HE 
STAYS AT THE JUNGLE, HOBO JUNGLES, AS RECORDED BY AMERICAN SOCIOLOGIST 


NELS ANDERSON, HAVE BEEN LOCATED OFF THE BEATEN PATH, BUT NEAR A 
STREAM AND REASONABLY CLOSETO A RAILYARD AND IDEALLY NEAR A SMALL 


TOWN WITH A GENERAL STORE TO PROCURE BREAD, MEAT, AND VEGETABLES. 


‘TEMPORARY CAMPS WOULD SECOME PERMANENT JUNGLES IF THEY WERE LOCATED 
NEAR A SPOT WITH FREQUENT TRAIN STOPS, THE CAMPSITE USUALLY HAD KITCHEN 
UTENSILS, POTS & PANS, A CLOTHESLINE FOR DOING LAUNDRY, AND A SHAVING 
‘MIRROR, EACH DAY A HOBO WAS EXPECTED TO SEARCH FOR FUEL FOR THE FIRE, 
AND BRING SOMETHING FOR THE "CRUMB BOSS" TO INCLUDE IN THE COMMUNAL 
Howo STEW, OR PAY A QUARTER, OR A HALF DOLLAR INTO THE "FRISCO CIRCLE.” 
ANOTHER GAN ON THE FIRE WOULD BE USED FOR "BOILING UP,” OR WASHING 
CLOTHES, IT WAS.AT THE JUNGLES THAT NEW HO8O'S WOULD LEARN THE ROPES OF 
HOBOING FROM OLDER, MORE EXPERIENCED MEN, AS WELL AS STORIES AND SONGS. 
‘A. JUNGLE 1S OFTEN A WOODED AREA, USUALLY BY A RAILROAD TRACK AND A RIVER, 
17'S WHERE HOBO'S WOULD GATHER AT NIGHT, ANO EVERY ONE OF THEM WOULD 
‘BRING SOMETHING TO PUT IN THE POT OF STEW THAT NIGHT, THEN WOULD SLEEP 
NEXT To THE FIRE, THE NEXT DAY THE HOBO WOULD WASH ONE OF His SETS OF 
CLOTHES IN THE RIVER, TO MAKE SURE IT WAS CLEAN FOR JOB HUNTING, AND 
HANG IT IN A TREE TO ORY. AFTER THEIR CLOTHES DRIED, THEY'D PUT THEM ON 
AND GO OUT TO HUNT FOR A JOB, THEY ALWAYS MADE SURE THER JUNGLE WAS 
CLEAN, SO IT WAS READY FOR THE NEXT BUNCH OF HO80'S WHO WOULD BE 
‘COMING THROUGH. THOSE WHO DIDN'T PITCH INTO THE STEW AND ATE OTHERS 
‘SCRAPS WERE CALLED "JUNGLE BUZZARDS” AND GIVEN A SINGLE MATCH TO 
“START Your OWN JUNGLE." THOSE WHO LEFT THE CAMP IN POOR SHAPE OR 
STOLE FROM OTHER SLEEPING HO80'S (A CRIME REFERRED TO AS "HIGH-JACKING" 
COMMITTED BY "YEGGS") WERE ALSO DRIVEN AWAY AND OSTRACIZED BY THE 
LARGER COMMUNITY. AT SOME JUNGLES, FIRES AT NIGHT WERE VERBCTEN 
BECAUSE THE LOCAL POLICE AND RAILROAD OFFICIALS LOVED TO USE HOBO'S AS 
SCAPEGOATS, AND CAMPING TOGETHER AT & JUNGLE MADE THEM EASY TARGETS. 
BACK IN THE LATE 1800's, iF YOU BROKE THE HoBo Cope oF EtHics, You WouLD 
PUNISHED BY OTHER Ho's, YOU WOULD DRIVEN OUT OF TOWNS WHERE HOB0'S 
WORKED, OR YOU WOULDN'T BE ALLOWED TO CANP IN THE JUNGLE. 


IN 1887 THE TOURIST UNION VOTED TO HAVE THE 1888 CONVENTION IN 
CHICAGO WHERE IT STAYED FROM 1888 TO 1899, NOT SURPRISING SEEING MOST 
AMERICAN CITIES HAD ONE NEIGHBORHOOD CALLED "THE MAIN STEM" THAT 
‘SUPPORTED Hoso's. New York CiTy HAD THE Bowery, SAN FRANCISCO HAD 
RO STREET, LOS ANGELES HAD SOUTH MAIN, AND BALTIMORE HAD PRATT 
STREET, BUT CHICAGO'S "MAIN STEMS" (YES, THERE WERE 2 IN CHI'TOWN) WERE 
WEST MADISON, AND MARKET STREETS, BY FAR THE FRIENDLIEST CITY, AND 
QUICKLY BECAME THE Hogo CAPITOL OF THE WorLD! WHEN FARM WORK DRIED 
UP IN THE WINTER, TENS OF THOUSANDS OF HOBO'S (WHO CHOSE TO "EAT 
‘SNOWBALLS’, OR STAY UP NORTH DURING THE WINTER INSTEAD OF "GOING SOUTH 
WITH THE BIRDS") WOULD CONGREGATE IN CHICAGO, EACH HAVING SAVED UP A 
“*STAKE’ OF ABOUT $30 TO PAY FOR HIS MONTHS LONG STAY, WHICH WORKED TO 
10 To 25 CENTS A NIGHT. THE MEN COULD PICK UP O00 JOBS AT HOTELS OR 
RESTAURANTS, A "MAIN STEM" WOULD TYPICALLY WOULD HAVE CHEAP HOTELS. 
AND BOARDING HOUSES KNOWN AS "FLOPHOUSES" oR "BARREL Houses", CHEAP 
EATERIES, CLOTHING STORES, RADICAL BOOK STORES, CHARITY MSSIONS, WELFARE 
AND EMPLOYMENT AGENCIES, A BARBER COLLEGE FOR FREEHAIRCUTS AND 
SHAVES, A DRUGSTORE, A CIGAR STORE, AND PLENTY OF SALOONS. WHICH 
OFFERED CHECK CASHING, BATHS, AFFORDABLE MEALS, AND JOB INFORMATION. A 
MAN WHO EARNED A SUBSTANTIAL STAKE AT HIS JOB COULD BLOW OFF A LITTLE 
‘STEAM IN THE "STEM'S" SALOONS, GAMBLINS HALLS, AND BROTHELS, AND HE WAS: 
ALWAYS HAP®Y To SHARE THE WEALTH WITH HIS LESS FORTUNATE HOBO 
BRETHREN. THE HOBOHEMIA BOOKSTORES AND ENTERTAINMENT OFTEN DREW 
[NEARBY INTELLECTUALS, ANARCHISTS, AND RADICALS TO THE DISTRICT, WHILE 
ERNEST BELIEVERS WORKING FOR THE SALVATION ARMY VIED FOR THE HOBO'S 
‘SOULS, THE FLOPHOUSES WERE USUALLY DIRTY, RAT INFESTED PLACES FILLED 
WITH TUBERCULOSIS RIDDLED RESIDENTS, SOME DIDN'T HAVE BEDS, JUST SAWDUST 
(ON THE FLOGR, AND OTHERS HAD CUBICLE STRUCTURES INSTEAD OF INDIVIEUAL 
ROOMS. IF THEY DIDN'T GET SICK FROM STAYING IN THE FLOPHOUSES, HOBO'S 
HOOKED WITH CHEAP PROSTITUTES WHO OFTEN SUFFERED FROM GENERAL 
DISEASE, 4 TIMES AS MANY HOBO'S STAYED IN CHICAGO'S JAILS AS THEY OID 


FLOPHOUSES DURING THE 1890's, BACK THEN CHICAGO'S MAIN STEM SERVED AS 
AN ESSENTIAL RESOURCE FOR FINDING THE NEXT JOB, GLEANED FROM OTHER 
HOBO'S AND EMPLOYMENT AGENCIES, THE SLEAZIEST OF PRIVATE AGENCIES WERE 
DUBBED "SLAVE MARKETS" AND THEIR AGENTS WERE CALLED "SHARKS" WHO 
HIRED "MAN CATCHERS” TO WANDER THE STEM LOOKING FOR WORKERS. BOTH 
LABORERS AND EMPLOYERS WERE REQUIRED TO PAY THE AGENCY, WHEN A HOBO 
ACCEPTED A GIG HUNDRED OF MILES AWAY HE COULDN'T BE SURE THE sop WOULD 
BE THERE WHEN HE ARRIVED, OR THAT HE HAD MEANS TO GET BACK. 


It 1899 THREE CHAMBER OF COMMERCE LEADERS IN BRITT lowA, THOMAS A. 
‘Way, T.A. POTTER, AND W.E. BRADFORD, WERE LOOKING FOR A WAY TO PUT 
THEIR TINY TOWN ON THE TOURIST MAP AND GIVE IT CREDENTIALS OF A BIG CITY. 
Way AND POTTER READ ABOUT THE Tourist UNION #63's Hopo CONVENTION IN 
CHICAGO, AND WROTE A LETTER TO THE GRAND HEADPIPE, CHARLES F. NOE TO 
INVITE HIM TO HOST THE 1900 CONVENTION IN BriTi} IN KNIGHTS OF THE 
ROAD BRun's DESCRIBES THE SPECTACLE OF THE FIRST CONVENTION, WHICH 
‘TOOK PLACE ON AUGUST 22ND 1900: FIVE AND DRUM CORPS IN SILLY HOBO 
COSTUMES PLAYING RAGTIME MUSIC, BANNERS, REPORTERS FROM CHICAGO, 
MINNEAPOLIS, ST. LOU'S, PHILADELPHIA, AND OMAHA, HORSE RACES, BARBECUED 
0%, BASEBALL, ROULETTE, AND MANY GALLONS OF BEER. IN THE ELECTION 
CEREMONY AT THE FAIRGROUNDS, ADMIRAL DEWEY WAS ELECTED TO THE 
PRESIDENCY, AND PHILIPPINE RED AS VEEP OF TOURIST UNION #63! IT WAS 
ADVERTISING BRITT WANTED AND THEY GOT IT! MANY REAL Hog0o's WERE 
INSULTED AND DISILLUSIONED BY THIS TST BRITT CONVENTION, AS HUNDREDS OF 
FAKE 'B0'S HAD ARRIVED IN STUPID COSTUMES, TORN CLOTHES, PHONY BLACK 
EYES, AND WHISKERS. STILL BRITT GARNERED A REPUTATION AS THE HOBO 
TOWN, THE NEXT TOURIST UNION CONVENTION DIDN'T TAKE PLACE UNTIL 1933, 
AND WAS HELD ONCE AGAIN IN BRITT, AND SINCE THEN HAS BECOME AN ANNUAL 
EVENT. MANY OF THE ORIGINALS WHO WERE THEFIRST TOURIST UNION #63 
MEMBERS THAT ESTABLISHED THE CONVENTION IN BRITT ARE JUST AS MUCH A 
PART OF BRITT AS THE FOUNDING FATHERS WERE, HOBO'S LIKE STEAMTRAIN 


Maury, PENNSYLVANIA KiD, SLOW MOTION SHORTY, THE HARD ROCK KID, ANO 
ConNecTIGUT SLIM, NOW THERE'S A CITY PARK THAT'S USED AS A HOBO JUNGLE, 
BUT IN THE CLD DAYS THESE GUYS HAD TO GO OUT AND MAKE THEIR OWN JUNGLE 
ALONG THE RAILROAD TRACKS FoR THE CONVENTION. THE TOWN BUTCHER WOULD 
THROW OUT SCRAPS OF MEAT FOR THEM AT THE END OF THE NIGHT SO THEY 
COULD PUT SOMETHING IN THEIR STEW, AND THEY WOULD GO FROM HOUSE TO. 
HOUSE ASKING WOMEN IF THEY COULD HAVE CARROTS, BEANS, OR POTATOES OUT 
OF THE GARDEN, IN EXCHANGE THEY DID WORK FOR THESE WOMEN, BEIT 
SWEEPING THE SIDEWALK OR WASHING THE WINDOWS. SOME HOBO'S WORE A 
LEATHER KNOT NECKLACE KNOWN AS & MONKEY'S FIST IN ORDER TO RECOGNIZE 
(ONE ANOTHER, INSIDE THAT KNOT IS'A PIECE OF TACONITE, WHICH CAN ALSO BE 
USED FOR PROTECTION, IT'S A SYMBOL OF HOBO FRATERNITY. THAT GOES BACK TO 
‘THE DAYS OF PIRACY, SAILORS HAD TO TIE SHIPS TOGETHER USING THIS TYPE OF 
KNOT, FRISCO JACK (RLI-P.) WAS A MASTER OF KNOTS AND A SEAMAN (SEE 
PART-2.0F THE HisToRY OF THE TEXAS MADMAN) WOULD ALWAYS WAKE KNOTS 
FOR EVERYONE. IF YOU HAVE TROUBLE ON THE ROAD AND A HOBO SEES YOU WITH 
THAT MONKEY'S FIST HE WILL HELP YOU, OR FIND SOMEBODY THAT WILL, HOBO'S 
WATCH OUT FOR EACH OTHER, AND THEY'LL WATCH OUT FOR ANYBODY THEY KNOW 
18 FROM BRITT, 


I 1905, a HoBo ay CHOICE NAMED JAMES EADS HOWE, ESTABLISHED ANOTHER 
HOBO ORGANIZATION CALLED THE INTERNATIONAL WELFARE ASSOCIATION IN 
CINCINNATI Or10 WHICH SET UP “HOBO COLLEGES" IN CITIES LIKE CINCINNATI, 
CHICAGO, ST. Louis, KANSAS CITY, BALTIMORE, BHFFALO, PHILADELPHIA, AND 
‘SAN FRANCISCO, A HOBO COLLEGE WOULD OFFER A PLACE TO SLEEP, WASH UP, 
‘AND COOK STEW, HOBO'S COULD ALSO TAKE FREE CLASSES ON INDUSTRIAL LAW, 
\VAGRANCY LAWS, BASIC SOCIAL SCIENCE, HoW TO PREVENT VeNERIAL DISEASE, 
AND How To Get A JoB. THE HOBO COLLEGES ATTEMPTED TO USURP THE 
DISREPUTABLE EMPLOYMENT AGENCIES AND BECOME A RELIABLE RESOURCE FOR 
JOB INFORMATION. HOWE LAUNCHED THE FIRST NEWSPAPER FOR HOBOS, THE 
“HoBo JUNGLE ScoUT’ IN 1923 WHICH EVOLVED INTO "THE Hoso News" IN, 


1915, AT IT's PEAK IT HAD A CIRCULATION OF 20,000 AND INCLUDED 
INFORMATION ON JOBS AND LABOR ORGANIZING. PIECES ON HOBO LORE, LIVING 
‘THE LIFE, POEMS, AND PERSONAL ESSAYS, MOST OF THE WRITING WAS SUBMITTED 
BY READERS, AND SOME OF THE MOST FAMOUS AUTHORS OF THE DAY, INCLUDING 
ZANDT SPIES, VOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE, AND EUGENE DEBS. WHILE THE PAPER WAS 
MOSTLY READ BY VAGRANTS, SOME WOULD SELL THE PUBLICATION, AS HOBO'S DD 
TODAY HAWKING MODERN DAY "STREET SHEETS" 


JEFFERSON "JEFF" DAVIS, A VAUDEVILLE PERFORMER AND ADVOCATE FOR HOBO 
WORKERS, ORGANIZED ANOTHER UNION IN CINCINNATI IN 1908 CALLED THE 
INTERNATIONAL ITINERANT MIGRATORY WORKERS UNION: HBO's OF AMERICA, 
WHICH HOSTED IT'S OWN ANNUAL CONVENTIONS, HE ALSO CAME UP WITH THE 
IDEA OF A SELF-SUFFICIENT BOARDING HOUSE RUN BY HOBO'S CALLED HOTEL DE 
GINK, "GINK" BEING ANOTHER TERM FOR HOgO. HIS 1ST BOARDING HOUSE OPENED 
IN SEATTLE IN 1913, RESIDENT HOBO'S WOULD PROVIDE SERVICES FOR EACH 
OTHER SUCH AS TAILORING, BARBERING, AND COOKING, THE IDEA SPREAD ACROSS 
THE COUNTRY, AND DAVIS OPENED SEVERAL MORE IN TACOMA, PORTLAND, AND. 
New York City. AT THE 1935 CONVENTION IN PITTSBURG, DAYIS WAS ELECTED 
Kin OF THE Hozo’s For LIFE. THE Hopo’s OATH ON HIS UNION'S CARD 
DECLARES: "I SOLEMNLY SWEAR TO DO ALL IN MY POWER TO AID AND ASSIST ALL 
‘THOSE WILLING TO AID AND ASSIST THEMSELVES. | PLEDGE MYSELF TO ASSIST ALL 
RUNAWAY BOYS AND GIRLS, AND INDUCE THEM TO RETURN TO THEIR HOMES AND 
PARENTS. I SOLEMNLY SWEAR TO NEVER TAKE ADVANTAGE OF MY FELLOW MAN, 
AND TO DO ALL IN MY POWER FOR THE RETTERMENT OF MYSELF, MY 
ORGANIZATION, AND AMERICA, SO HELP ME GOD! WiTH ALL THE EQUIPMENT 
‘ALL THE EQUIPMENT THAT THESE FARMERS HAVE NOWADAYS, IN 1908, 19 HoBO'S 
CALLING THEMSELVES THE "OVERALLS BRIGADE,” LED ay LABOR ACTIVIST JH. 
WALSH, TRAVELED FROM SEATTLE THROUGH THE GREAT PLAINS TO CHICASO AND 
‘BACK, RECRUITING HOBO'S FROM BOXCARS, JUNGLES, AND MAIN STEMS TO 


ORGANIZE ANO JOIN UNIONS. HOEO'S WERE NOT SO INTERESTED IN BINDING THE 
LABOR CONTRACTS THAT TYPICAL TRADE UNIONS OFFERED, BUT PREFERRED DIRECT 
ACTION AGAINST EXPLOITATIVE EMPLOYERS, INCLUDING STRIKES AND SABATOGE, 
AN HONEST HOBO WOULD NEVER BREAK A STRIKE AND WORK AS A SCAB. 


UNLIKE OTHER UNIONS LIKE TOURIST UNION #63, AND HoB0'S oF AMERICA, 
WHICH PROMOTED HOBO'S AS HARD WORKERS, WALSH PUSHED THE IDEA THAT 
“VAGABOND HoBO'S" WERE SONS OF REST WHO ENJOYED THE SIMPLE LIFE IN THE 
JUNGLES, FREE FROM THE TYRANNY OF BOSSES AND THE CAPITALIST MACHINE. 
ALONG THE WAY THE OVERALLS BRIGADE SOLD & SONG SHEET WITH 4 TUNES 
INCLUDING THE 1890's pity HALLELUJAH I'M A BUM. THANKS TO WALSH'S 
EFFORTS THE RADICAL SOCIALIST UNION THE INTERNATIONAL WORKERS OF THE 
Worto ([.W.W.) ALSO CALLED THE WOBBLES, WHICH PREVIOUSLY IGNORED 
ITINERANT LABORER'S, TURNED IT'S ATTENTION TO ORGANIZING HOBO'S IN THE 
1910'S, AT FIRST ON THE MAIN STEMS. WHERE THE I.W.W. OFFERED BEDS, 
KITCHENS, JOB INFORMATION, AND MEETING HALLS, AND THEN ON FARMS. AT 
Hoo COLLEGES, ON MAIN STEMS, AND IN JUNGLES HOBO'S TAUGHT ONE ANOTHER 
VITAL INFORMATION FOR THRIVING, FOR EXAMPLE HOBO'S WOULD COMMUNICATE 
WITH FELLOW TRAVELERS BY MARKING FENGE POSTS AT FARMS, RAILROAD 
BRIDGES, AND AT TOWN WELCOME SIGNS USING SECRET CODES MADE UP OF 
GEOMETRIC SHAPES, STICK FIGURES, AND SLASHING LINES. MOST OF THE FIGURES 
INDIOATED HOW A HOBO WOULD SE RECIEVED AT A HOME OR IN A TOWN, WHETHER 
‘THEY WOULD MEET A KIND WOMAN, A GENTLEMAN, A GENEROUS DOCTOR, A 
CRANKY HOME OWNER, A DISHONEST MAN, A GUN OWNER, VICIOUS DOSS, OR A 
POLICE OFFICER. THESE MARKS WARNED OF DANGER, EVEN INDICATING WHEN 
You'D HAVE TO DEFEND YOURSELF, OR PROMISED SAFETY, OTHERS INDICATED 
WHERE YOU COULD WORK FOR FOOD, OR SLEEP INA BARN. A LOT OF THESE GUYS 
NEVER MADE IT PAST THE 3RO OR 4TH GRADE IN SCHOOL AND COULDN'T READ O8 
WRITE, $0 THEY MADE THEIR OWN LANGUAGE, THEY DID IT IN SYMBOLS, IF YOU OR | 
WERE TO GO OUT AND LOOK FOR THEM WE'D NEVER FIND THEM, ONLY A HOBO 
Knows 


WHERE TO LOOK FOR A HOBO SYMBOL, EACH SYMBOL HAD A DIFFERENT MEANING 
‘SO THESE HOBO'S WOULD KNOW IF IT WAS SAFE OR NOT SAFE TOGO INTO THIS 
COMMUNITY, OR NOT KNOCK ON THIS LADY'S DOOR. 


FoR THE LESS ETHICAL WORKERS SOME OF THE NARKS INSTRUCT THE HOBO ON 
HOW TO MANIPULATE THE SITUATION ON HOW TO GET FOOD AND SHELTER, LIKE 
‘TELLING A PITIFUL HARD LUCK STORY OR FAKING AN ILLNESS. WHILE TODAY AN. 
“Easy MARK" MEANS A PERSON VIHO'S EASY TO CON, BACK THEN AN "Easy MARK" 
‘SYMBOL MEANT YOU COULD GET FOOD OR A PLAGE TO SLEEP WITH LITTLE 
‘TROUBLE, OTHER MARKS TOLD HOBO'S THE PLACE HAD HELP FOR THE SICK, OR IF 
‘THE WOMAN OF THE HOUSE WOULD HAND YOU SOME FOOD, CERTAIN GLYPHS 
COMMUNICATED To "EGGS" WHETHER A HOME WAS WORTH ROBBING. SOME 
‘SYMBOLS SINPLY GAVE HUSH-HUSH DIRECTIONS TO A JUNGLE, AND TOLD HOBO'S 
WHEN 70 STAY QUIET WHILE PASSING THROUGH AND GO UNNOTICED. BESIDES THE 
GLYPHS HOBO'S ALSO DEVELOPED THEIR OWN LANGUAGE, SOME OF THE PHRASES, 


WHICH VARIED FROM COAST TO COAST, HAVE 
BEEN ADOPTED INTO COMMON USE: 
‘THE "MAIN DRAG" |S THE BUSY ROAD IN TOWN. 


A'MONIKeR' |S A NICKNAME THAT BEST DESCRIEES THE HOBO AND His: 
PERSONALITY. 


“MOOCHERS' ARE PROFESSIONAL SEGGARS. 
‘THE "GRAVEYARD SHIFT" JS LATE NIGHT WORK. 
We STILL CALL STOLEN Goops "HoT" 

COFFEE Is CALLED "JOE" 


‘SHOES ARE REFEREE TO AS "Kicks." 


Foop 1s caLueD *CHow.’ 
‘ADRUG ADDICT IS CALLED & “JUNKIE.” 

‘ALL IS WELL IS GALLED "Hunky Dory." 

A STATE PRISON IS "THE BIG HOUSE” 

YOUR BEST CLOTHES ARE CALLED "GLAD RAGS.” 


‘AYOUNG WOMAN IS A “BROAD, OR A HOBETTE. 


A PLACE TO SLEEP IS A“FLOP" 
ADOLLAR ISA "CLAM OR SMACKER." 
BEING INFESTED WITH BODY LICE Is "CRUMNV.” IN THE WEST A CABOOSE 1S ALSO 
CALLED A "CRUMNY" AND IS ALMOST NEVER CLEANED, MANY HOBO'S HAVE TAKEN 
REFUGE IN THEM CURING INCLIMATE WEATHER. THESE HORO'S MAY HAVE HAD 
“THE GRAYBACKS' THEMSELVES, AND RE-INFESTD THE CABOOSE WHICH MAY BE 


WHY THEY ARE REFERRED TO AS A "CRUMMY." 
‘THE HOBO'S THAT MOOCHED OFF OTHER HOBO'S WERE CALLED A “DING BAT." 
A COUNTRY VOKEL WAS A “HOOSIER 08 A HAYSEED." 


Ho80'S CONSIDERED THEMSELVES FAR MORE WORLDLY THAN THESE MEN DESPITE 
Tiils SENSE OF PRIDE MANY PEOPLE STILL ASSOCIATE THEM WITH CLOWNS, AND 
REAL Ho8O'S HATE THAT. SO CALLED TRAMPS, 02 HoEO CLOWNS FIRST 
APPEARED IN VAUDEVILLE AND CIRCUSES IN THE LATE 19TH CENTURY BUT FADED 
fy 1917, HOWEVER nuRiNG THE GREAT DEPRESSION (AND THAT TERM IS A 
MISNOMER BECAUSE THERE WAS NOTHING GREAT ABOUT IT) HOBO CLOWNS MADE 
‘A COMEBACK. THIS WAS SO MANY PEOPLE COULD RELATE TO BEING DOWN ON 
‘THEIR LUCK, IT'S WORTH NOTING THAT EMMETT KELLY Sas 1930 HOBO CLOWN 
CCHARACTER'S REJECTED PITY, ALWAYS ATTEMPTED TO MAKE THEMSELVES USEFUL, 
EVEN IF THEY FAILED, AND WANTED TO SHARE WHAT LITTLE THEY HAD. 


Hoso's REFER TO THEMSELVES AS "STIFFS" WHICH IS ONE OF THE PLACES WE GET 
THE PHRASE "WORKING STIFF." 


A HOBO WHO CARRIED HIS BELONGINGS TIED IN A PIECE OF CLOTH OR A "BINDLE” 
WAS CALLED A "BINDLE STIFF.” 


MEN WHO NEVER SAW BEYOND THEIR TOWNS WERE CALLED "WALLIES, 
HooLicaNs, oR HOMEGUARDS." 


Hogo'S WERE CALLED "WEARY WILLIES, WANDERING WILLIES, OR BOXCAR 
Wiues." 


‘TRAMPS WILLING TO WORK FOR A MEAL WERE CALLED "SONS OF ADAM.’ 


‘SOME HO8O'S CARRIED THEIR BEDROLL'S ON THEIR BACKS, OFTEN THEY TIED TIN 
TOMATO CANS, USED FOR BOILINS WATER, TO THEIR WAISTS. THEY ALWAYS 
CARRIED A CLEAN SET OF CLOTHES WITH THEM, BECAUSE IF YOU PUT ON A CLEAN 
SET OF CLOTHES YOULL ALWAYS FIND WORK, THEY CARRIED SOME HYGIENE 


PRODUCTS WITH THEM SUCH AS A RAZOR, A BAR OF SOAP, ROLAIDS, AND CLEAN 
UNDERWEAR. STEAMTRAIN MAURY ALWAYS CARRIED EVERYTHING IN ATIN CAN, HE 
WOULD ALSO CARRY COTTON BALLS AND A BOTTLE OF RUBBING ALCOHOL TO 
(QUICKLY CLEAN UP WHEN IT WASN'T PLAUSIBLE TO TAKE A FULL BODY BATH. THEY 
WOULD MAKE THEIR DRINKING CUPS OUT OF TIN CANS, THEY WOULD TAKE WIRE 
AND MAKE A HANDLE ON IT, AND THAT WAY THEY COULD ALWAYS FASTEN IT TO. 
‘THEIR BELT, AND HAVE IT WITH THEM. IT WASN'T UNCOMMON FOR A HOBO TO 
CARRY A SHORT HANDLED SHOVEL, KNOWN AS A "BANJO" AND AN “ANCHOR” OR A 
PICK, WHICH GIVES YOU AN IDEA OF THE KIND OF WORK THAT WAS AVAILABLE FOR 
HM. 


“HONEY DIPPING’ MEANT SHOVELING IN A SEWER. 
“GLAUMING" WAS THEIR WORD FOR HARVESTING CROPS. 

“House Doss" WOULD D0 HOUSEWORK FOR FOOD. 

‘A"Woob BUTCHER’ WOULD DO CARPENTRY AND ODD REPAIR JOBS. 
“JUNKING" WAS COLLECTING SCRAP METAL TO SELL FOR SALVAGE. 
“Ky Wal” WAS SELLING TRINKETS ON THE STREET. 


*HiTTING THE New Yoaker, 0.P.C. (OTHER PEOPLE's CIGARETTES), AND SNIPES" 
REFER TO FINDING SMOOTHE CIGARETTE BUTTS, 


“BONE POLISHERS" WERE THE VICIOUS DOGS ENCOUNTERED. 
“CALIFORNIA BLANKETS" WERE NEWSPAPERS. 

“COVERING WITH THE MOON” MEANT SLEEPING OUTSIDE. 

“WIND CHEATER" |S AN OLD FEED SACK. 

“POUNDING YOUR EAR” MEANS SLEEPING A BED. 

“SPEARING BISCUTS" MEANS DIGGING THROUGH & TRASH CAN, BUT IN THIS DAY 


AND AGE (T'S CALLED "DUMPSTER DIVING, 08 FooD RESCUE.” 


“BELLY ROBEERS” ARE BUSINESS OWNERS WHO SKIMP ON THE AMOUNT OF FOOD 
sou. 


“AXLE GREASE" IS BUTTER. 

"BULLETS" ARE UNDERCOOKED BEANS. 

“Rep LEAD" Is KETCHUP. 

"Sop" Is GRavy. 

“ADAM AND Eve ON A RAFT" ARE FRIED EGGS ON TOAST. 

“PEORIA Io A THIN SOUP OF POTATOES AND SALT. 

“Pras Vest WITH BUTTONS' IS BACON. 

“ASTACK OF BONES" MEANS BOILED SPARE RIBS. 

“POLISHING THE MUG" MEANS WASHING ONE'S FACE. 

“SCRAPING THE PAVEMENT" MEANS SHAVING ONE'S FACE. 
“SLAMMING A GATE" MEANT APPROACHING A PRIVATE HOME. 
"Toor THE RINGER" MEANS RINGING THE BELL AT THE BACK DOOR. 
"ABALL LUNP" IS A SANDWICH, OR A SLICE OF CAKE WRAPPED IN PAPER. 


“A Sit DOWN" WAS BEING INVITED IN THE HOUSE TO EAT AT THE DINNER TABLE 
WHERE YOU CAN “THROW YouR FEET.” 


“ANGELS” WERE PEOPLE WHO GAVE MORE THAN A HOBO WOULD EXPECT. 


AT MISSIONS A HOBO COULD FIND FOOD AND A PLACE TO REST, BUT TO DO SO 
MEANT THEY HAD TO ENDURE A SERMON WHICH WAS CALLED "AN EAR BANGIN 


“ANGEL Food" WAS THE FOOD SERVED AT MISSION'S. 


“MISSION STIFF'S" WERE GUYS WHO WOULD LIVE AT MissioNs. 


‘SOME TRAMPS WOULD FAKE THEIR FAITH, OR SALVATION TO KEEP ON RECEIVING 
‘THE MISSIONS CHARITY, HOBO'S WERE OFTEN PHILOSOPHICAL TYPES T00, IF YOU 
‘STEMMED IN NEW YoRK's BowERY DISTRICT YOU MIGHT MEET THE "BOWERY 
BAROMETER’, A GUY WHO ESPOUSED HIS IDEAS AND SHARED INFORMATION WHILE 
SITTING ON THE CURB. 


“A SAGEBRUSH PHILOSOPHER” WAS A TALKER FROM THE WEST. 
“Lisrany BIRDS” WERE TRAMPS WHO HUNG OUT IN LIBRARIES. 


‘THE VOICE TO REJECT PERMANENT EMPLOYMENT AND TRAVEL ALONE IN THE 
EARLY 20TH CENTURY WAS SAFER AND MORE VIABLE FoR WHITE MEN THAN ANY 
OTHER DEMOGRAPHIC, SO HOBOHEMIA, LIKE THE REST OF THE UNITED STATES, 
WAS ABOUNDING WITH RACISM, HOBO SLANG REVEALS THAT THE MEN WERE 
‘SUSPICIOUS OF NOT ONLY PEOPLE WITH A DIFFERENT COLOR SKIN, BUT EUROPEANS 
WITH OBVIOUS ACCENTS. 


‘THEY CALLED RUSSIANS "CANDLE EATERS", 
FRENCHMEN" Froc EATERS’, 


IRISHMEN "FLANNEL MOUTHS", 


West INDIANS OR NEGROS " Monkey CHASERS", 
PoLisH oR SLAVIC WORKERS "BO HUNKS", 
‘Swedes " ROUND HEADS", 

AND ASIANS "RAG HEaDs". 


ITINERANT WORKERS OF COLOR, OR THOSE PERCEIVED AS FOREIGNERS WERE 
EXCLUDED FROM MAIN STEM BUSINESSES AND CHARITIES OVER WHITEHOBO'S, AND 
EMPLOYERS IN THE FIELDS OFTEN SET UP SEGREGATED CAMPS. HOBO'S IN THE 


1910's AND 1920's SEEMED FINE MINGLING WITH MEXICANS AND NEGROS IN 
JUNGLES AND ON THE RAILS, BUT STILL FELT THE NEED TO ASSERT THEIR 
AUTHORITY AROUND THE CAMPS. ACCORDINGLY MANY BLACK MEN, WHO WOULD 
BE OUTCASTS AMOUNT OUTCASTS, WOULDN'T TRY RIDING THE RAILS OUT OF FEAR 
OF RACIAL VIOLENCE, WHILE MANY WHITE HOBO'S REFUSED TO WORK FOR" 
CHECKERBOARD CREWS"! 


WHEN IT CAME TO GENDER, HOBO'S OFTEN BRAGGED THEY'D ESCAPED THE 
‘SHACKLES OF DONESTICITY, FOR MOST WOMEN IN THE LATE 19TH CENTURY, 
MARRIAGE WAS THE ONLY OPTION TO AVOID FINANCIAL RUIN, THE PATRIARCHAL 
SOCIETY INSISTED WOMEN NEEDED PROTECTION AND WERE TOO DELICATE TO 
‘TRAVEL AND WORK, THOSE WOMEN WHO WERE HOMELESS WERE PRACTICALLY 
INVISIBLE. WOMEN WHO DID LIVE AS HOBO'S OFTEN PRETENDED TO 8E MEN, AS A 
WOMAN WANDERING THE STREETS ALONE WOULD BE ASSUMED A PROSTITUTE, AS 
MORE WOMEN MOVED 10 THE CITY TO WORK AS CLERKS, AND MAIDS THEY OFTEN 
WOULD TAKE ROOMS AT LOW RENT HOTELS ON THE MAIN STEM. IT WASN'T UNTIL 
‘THE 1920's THAT FEMALE HOBO'S KNOWN as “SisTeRS OF THE ROAD" BECAME 
MORE COMMON AT JUNGLES, BEFORE THAT MANY HOBO'S GOT TO KNOW WOMEN 
AS PROSTITUTES, CALLED "THE BURLAP SISTERS" WHO STAYED IN CHEAP 
BROTHELS KNOWN As "Zoo's." 


‘SOME HoBO's WOULD LIVE DUAL LIVES, SETTLING DOWN WITH ONE WOMAN, BUT 
WITH ONE FOOT QUT THE DOOR IN CASE THE WANDERLUST STRUCK, STEAMTRAIN 
Maury GRAHAM WAS A 5 TIME KING OF THE Hoa0’S, A MASON FROM TOLEDO 
‘OWI0, HE FELL IN LOVE WITH A YOUNG NURSE NAMED WANDA. THEY WERE 
MARRIED FOR 69 YEARS, BUT HE SUPPORTED HIS FAMILY THROUGH A HOBO WAY OF 
LIFE, HIS STORIES ABOUT LIVING ON THE ROAD AND IN JUNGLES ARE INCREDIBLE. 
WANDA SAID SHE ALWAYS KNEW WHEN HE WAS STARTING TO GET THE ITCH TO 
LEAVE, SHE'D COME HOME FROM WORK AND FIND A NOTE ON THE TABLE THAT 
WOULD SAY GONE FISHING, BE BACK SOON." IT MIGHT BE 5 TO 7 YEARS BEFORE 
‘STEAMTRAIN WOULD COME HOME, BUT IN THAT TIME HE ALWAYS SENT HER AND 


THEIR 2 DAUGHTERS MONEY, HE ALSO SENT HER A YELLOW ROSE, HER FAVORITE 
FLOWER, ON HER BIRTHDAY. HE OID ALL HIS TRAVELING BY RAIL AND EVENTUALLY 
WOULD MAKE HIS WAY HOME, 1ST HE WOULD CALL HER FROM A PAYPHONE DOWN 
‘THE STREET, THEN HE WOULD HAVE TO LIVE IN THE GARAGE AND RE-COURT HER 
ALL OVER AGAIN UNTIL HE EARNED HIS WAY BAGK IN THE HOUSE, 


HOBO SLANG ALSO REVEALS ALL THE SHADY CHARACTERS YOU'D MEET IN THIS 
IMPOVERISHED UNDERWORLD, AND THEIR TACTICS, TRAMPS KNOWN AS "JIGGERS" 
WOULD FAKE AFFECTION, OR EMPLOY "MUSH TALK" (FLATTERY) TO GET A HAND 
our. 


OTHERS CALLED "Sos SISTERS" WOULD BURST INTO TEARS TO RECIEVED A 
WOMAN'S SYMPATHY, SOME WOULD EVEN "FLICKER" OR FAKE-FAINT. 


‘SOME BEGGARS CALLED "GHOSTS" WOULD FAKE AN ILLNESS, EXAGGERATING THEIR 
CONDITION, AND COME UP WITH A "GHOST STORY’ TO GARNER SYMPATHY. 


A “Prony Gaie® (4s OPPOSED TO A "STRAIGHT CRIP") FAKED A DISABILITY. 


‘SOME HOBO'S, KNOWN AS "BLISTERS" WENT TO THE EXTREME OF PUTTING 
CHEMICALS ON THEIR SKINS TO GIVE IT THE APPEARANCE OF SORES FROM DISEASE. 


OTHERS RESORTED TO STEALING, FROM PETTY CRIMES LIKE SNATCHING FRESH 
CLOTHES FROM CLOTHES LINES, AN ACT CALLED "GOOSEBERRVING,” OR SWIPING 
FOOD AND MILK DELIVERED AT A DOORSTEP, CALLED "ROBBING THE MAIL.” 


‘THEN THERE WERE THE MORE HARDENED CRIMINALS LIKE SAFE CRACKERS, OR 
INFORMANTS, WHOM WE'D CALL @ATS, WERE THEN CALLED "STOOL PIGEONS." 


BUT SOME WANTED TO LAND IN A "BOODLE JAIL," ONE THAT FELT LIKE A GOOD 
SPOT TO STAY FOR THE WINTER. 


A STAY IN PRISON WAS CALLED A "BIT." 


WHILE A SHORT STAV WASA "SLEEP." 


WHEREAS A LENGTHY ONE WAS CALLED A "LONG STRETCH." 


MosT HOBO'S ARE UPSTANDING CITIZENS! IN GENERAL HOBO'S SEEMED MORE 
AFRAID OF HOSPITALS, WHICH WERE RUMORED TO HAVE A "BLACK BOTTLE” OF 
POISON TO GVE To HoBO's. 


I's WORTH NOTING THAT BOTH CEMETERIES AND HOSPITALS WERE CALLED 
"BONEYARDS." ACCORDING 10 LORE THE BODIES OF THOSE WHO DID "CATCH THE 
WESTBOUND" WHILE AT A HOSPITAL WERE USED FOR MEDICAL STUDENTS TO 
PRACTICE ON. 


NATURALLY THE HOBO'S HAD TOUNGE IN CHEEK NICKNAMES FOR RAILROADS: 
‘ALL Trams SENT FREE (ATCHISON TOPEKA & SANTA FE RR) 
‘ThE Buy's OWN on BEEF STEAK & ONIONS (BALTIMORE & OH110 RR) 


‘CANNED MEAT & STALE PUNK (CHICAGO MILWAUKEE & St. PAUL RR) THIS 
RAILROAD WAS ALSO CALLED CAN'T MAKE ST. PAUL PRODUCTIVE (CHICAGO 
MILWAUKEE ST. PAUL & PACIFIC)! 


FOUL WEATHER & DIRTY CARS (FORT WORTH & DENVER CITY RR) 
LESS SLEEP & MORE SPEED (LAKE SHORE & MICHIGAN SOUTHERN) 
Ma & Pa (MARYLAND & PENNSYLVANIA RR) 

Never Come, Never Go (Nevaba CounTy Narrow GuARO RR) 


FREIGHT-HOPPING WAS BOTH A THRILL AND A HIGH-RISK WAY TO GET AROUND 
COSTING MANY & HOBO LIFE AND LIMBS, SOME HOBO'S WORKED OUT DEALS WITH 
“THE TRAINS BRAKEMAN OR ANOTHER CREWMAN, PAYING HiMt 10 CENTS PER 
HUNDRED MILES 08 20 CENTS FOR AN OVERNIGHT RIDE. BUT RAILROAD POLICE OR 
"BULLS" COULD BE BARSARIC, BEATING HOBO'S WITHIN INCHES OF THEIR LIVES, 
THROWING THEM OFF TRAINS IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE WITH NOTHING, OR 
‘SHOOTING THEM POINT BLANK. 


HoB0'S CALLED BEING PUSHED OFF A FAST TRAIN “HITTING THE GRIT.” 


‘AND THOSE WHO KILL THEMSELVES JUMPING IN FRONT OF THE THE TRAIN WERE 
"GREASING THE TRAcks.” 


‘SOME BULLS KNOWN AS "HOBO NIGHTHAWKS" EVEN DISGUISED THEMSELVES AS. 
HoBo's 


‘AT JUNGLES AND STEMS, HOBO'S PASSED WORD TO ONE ANOTHER ABOUT WHICH 
LINES WERE 'BAD ROADS" ANO WHICH WERE "OPEN ROADS," EASY FoR HOBO 
‘raver! 


IDEALLY A HOBO VIOULD FIND AN "EMPTY" BOXCAR TO CLIMB INTO, SOME WOULD 
“CATCH IT ON THE FLY" AS IN JUMPING ON A MOVING TRAIN, CLUELESS YOUNG 
HOBO'S WHO WERE LOOKING FOR ADVENTURE MORE THAN WORK WOULD STARE 
(OUT THE BOXCAR DOOR. 


DRAWING TOO MUCH ATTENTION TO THEMSELVES, THE WISER HGBO'S REFERRED TO 
‘THEM AS "SCENERY BUMS’, RIDING A LOADED CAR COULD LEAD TO GETTING 
(CRUSHED BY THE CARGO INSIDE, AND RAILROAD OFFICIALS WERE MORE CONCERNED 
‘ABOUT THE LESS HONORABLE TRAMPS WHO MADE OFF WITH MERCHANDISE. 


IF 4 HOBO SAT WITH HIS LEGS OUTSIDE A SIDE DOOR PULLMAN THEY COULD BE CUT 
CLEAN OFF WHEN THE TRAIN WENT “OVER THE HILL" CAUSING THE DOOR To BE 
SLID SHUT, AFTER THAT HE COULD BE KNOWN TO OTHER HO30'S AS "HALFY." 


IF YOU COULDN'T FIND AN OPEN BOXCAR YOU MIGHT HAVE TO RIDE THE BLINDS, 
‘THE FRONT PLATFORM OF A BAGGAGE CAR, AND THE FIREMAN COULD HIT THE 
HOBO WITH WATER, COAL, OR HOT ASH, OTHERS WOULD “DECK” THE TRAIN. 
RisKING THAT A SHARP CURVE COULD THROW THEM OFF. 


‘SOME H0B0's COULD FIND A SECURE SPOT BETWEEN THE "BUMPERS" OR ONE OF 
‘THE CARS LADDERS, 


‘THE RISKIEST WAY TO TRAVEL WAS TO "RIDE THE RODS” OR TO HOLD ON TO A 


‘SPECIFIC ROD UNDERNEATH & PASSENGER COACH. BETWEEN 1901 AND 1903, 
25,000 TRAIN HOPPERS WERE KILLED ON THE RAILS, AND ABOUT 25,000 MORE 
WERE INJURED, OR DISFIGURED, OR DISABLED, THE SLANG TERMS FOR THOSE WHO. 
LOST LIMBS ON THE RAILS INCLUDE: 


*STIckS" (LOST ONE LEG) 
"Pes" (LosT A FOOT) 

“Finoy" (Lost rinceRs) 

“BLinky" (LOST AN EvE) 

*Winicy" (Lost BOTH ARMs) 

*Mirts" (LOST ONE oR BOTH HANDS) 
“RIGHTY" (LOST THE RIGHT ARM AND LEG) 
“Lerty" (LOST THE LEFT ARM AND LEG) 


KIND OF GRUESOME ISN'T IT? IF YOU WERE TO FALL OFF A BOXCAR YOUR CHANCES 
WOULD BE PRETTY SLIM. SOME OF THE HOBO'S WHO COME To BRITT DO NOT HAVE 
LEGS, OR THEY'VE LOST FINGERS FROM TRYING TO GET ON BOARD BOXCARS, IT'S 
VERY SERIOUS TO RIDE THERAILS AND IT CAN BE DEADLY. 


WHILE HoBO'S WERE ALWAYS KNOWN FOR THEIR CRAFTSMANSHIP, IN 1913 THE 
BUFFALO HEAD NICKEL GAVE THEM A NEW CANVAS ON WHICH TO EXPRESS 
‘THEMSELVES, THE THICK WIDE PROFILE OF A NATIVE AMERICAN CHIEF LET HoBO'S 
(CARVE NEW FACES ON THE COIN. AND THESE ARTWORKS WOULD SELL FOR 25 
CENTS, OF 5 TIMES THEIR WORTH, HOBO NICKELS BECAME A SPECIAL CURRENCY 
‘THAT HOBO'S WOULD USE TO BARTER AMOUNG THEMSELVES. BUT BY THE 1920's 
THE MARKET FOR HOBO LABOR WAS SLOWING DOWN, LOW SKILL HOBO WORK FOR 
FARMS, ICE HARVESTERS, AND LUMBER COMPANIES WAS BEING DONE BY 
MACHINES. MOST OF THE INFRASTRUCTURE OF THE UNITED STATES INCLUDING 


RAILS, SEWERS, BRIDGES AND HOMES WERE BUILT, AND THE WEST HAO BEEN 
SETTLED TO THE POINT THAT FARMS HAD PLENTY OF LOCAL LABOR. THE GREAT 
DEPRESSION HIT IN 1930 (| STILL FAIL TO SEE WHAT WAS SO GREAT ABOUT IT), 
ABOUT 4 MILLION ADULT, ANO 250,000 TEEN MIGRATORY LABORERS HIT THE HOBO 
CIRGUT, BUT THE ROMANGE THAT ONCE DREW THEM TO TRAVEL WAS NOW LONG 
GONE, THESE WORKERS WERE OFTEN DESPERATE AND HUNGRY, RATHER THAN 
EAGER FOR ADVENTURE, THE DUST BOWL (1931 TO 1935) DREW EVEN MORE 
FARM WORKERS ONTO THE OPEN ROAD, MORE THAN EVER YOUNG SINGLE WOMEN 
WHO LOST THEIR JOBS WENT WANDERING. PEOPLE LOST EVERYTHING THEY HAD 
DURING THE DEPRESSION, SO THEY HAD TO LIVE THE HOBO WAY OF LIFE TO TRY 
[AND FIND WORK TO SURVIVE, THAT'S WHEN WOMEN AND CHILDREN WENT ON THE 
ROAD WITH NEN IN SEARCH OF WORK. THANKS TO THE THRIVING Post W.W. 2 
ECONOMY AND THE NEW SOCIAL SAFETY NET OF F.D.R'S NEW DEAL, HOBO 
(CULTURE ALL BUT DIED OUT DURING THE 1940'S, HOWEVER TRAIN HOPPERS 
MAINTAIN HOBO TRADITIONS EVEN TO THIS DAY. NOW FREIGHT TRAINS RUN SO 
INCREDIBLY FAST THAT TRYING TO CATCH A MOVING ONE IS OFTEN LETHAL, SO 
‘SMART HOBC'S ONLY JUMP ON BOARD WHEN THE TRAIN IS STATIONARY. TODAY 
You'D NEVER GET ON ATTRAIN THATS MOVING, YOU ONLY GET ON A TRAIN THAT IS 
COMPLETELY STOPPED, YOU GET A BOXCAR THAT'S GOT OPENINGS ON THE SIDES, 
YOU'VE GOT TO HAVE CERTAIN THINGS WITH YOU, YOU NEVER TRAVEL WITHOUT 
WATER. WARM CLOTHES, OR BOOTS, BUT ANY OF THIS IS DANGEROUS, SINCE 9/11 
11'S GOTTEN REALLY TOUGH TO RIDE THE RAILS, GUT THE LIFESTYLE STILL EXISTS, A 
LOT OF YOUNG HO80'S ARE STILL RIDING, TIMES HAVE CHANGED, THE DEPRESSION 
ERA HO30 IS GONE, IF YOU TRY TO DO LIKE THEM NOWADAYS, GOING FROM DOOR, 
‘Fo DOOR You'D PROBABLY GET SHOT. 


‘STILL EVERY YEAR IN AUGUST, AS MANY AS 125 REAL HOBO'S MAKE THEIR WAY TO 
BRITT FoR THE TOURIST UNION #63 HOBO CONVENTION. TOURIST UNION #63 1S 
‘STILL COLLECTING DUES AT THE HOBO CONVENTION, NOW $5 A YEAR PER 
MEMBER, IF ONE OF THE HOBO'S NEEDS A LITTLE HELP THAT MONEY GOES TO 
‘SUPPORT THEM, ONE YEAR ONE OF THE GUYS HAD A DENTAL ISSUE WHEN HE CAME 


TO TOWN, THEY TOOK HIM TO A DENTIST, AND TOURIST UNION #63 PAID THE BILL 
WITH THAT NONEY. ASIDE FROM THE 100+ HoBo's, ABOUT 20,000 PEOPLE ARE 
DRAWN TO BRITT DURING THE CONVENTION TO SEE, OR MEET AND TALK WITH A 
REAL LIVE HOBO, INSTEAD OF A FAKE, DOWN AT THE JUNGLE HOBO'S WILL PLAY 
‘Music, ON THURSDAY NIGHT THE HOBO'S WILL LIGHT THE FIRE, SALUTE THE 4 
WINDS, ADD ASHES, AND THEN THEY START THEIR ENTERTAINMENT, ON FRIDAY THE 
HOBO'S HAVE A MEMORIAL SERVICE FOR THEIR FALLEN, A LOT OF CHILOREN AND 
GRANDCHILDREN OF DEPRESSION ERA HOBO'S COME TO THE MEMORIAL SERVICE 
TO PAY THEIR RESPECTS. THEY'VE GOTTEN TO BE FRIENDS WITH OTHER HOBO'S. 
FAMILIES SO IT'S LIKE A FAMILY REUNION FOR THEM, AS IT STILL IS TODAY! 


DeatH OF THe AMERICAN Hono 


IF HIGHWAYS AND ROADS ARE AMERICA'S VEINS, THE HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS OF 
MILES OF TRACKS ARE LIKE THOSE CHAKRA DIAGRAMS IN ACUPUNCTURISTS' 
OFFICES, THE HIDDEN FLOWS OF ENERGY THAT AFFECT THE BODY AS A WHOLE. THE 
“TRAIN TRACKS PERSIST IN THE SHADOVIS OF OUR STARK, DIGITIZED 2001: A SPACE 
ODYSSEY FUTURE, RELICS OF THE TIME WHEN IRON BEHEMOTHS AND PULLMAN 
PASSENGER CARS CUT THROUGH THE INKY-BLACK PRIMEVAL WILDERNESS ON THEIR 
DIESEL-STAINED VOYAGE THROUGH THE NIGHT. IN THIS ENDLESS MATRIX OF 
‘STREETS, CARS, CELL-PHONE TOWERS, BUSINESSES, HOUSES, JOBS, AND FAMILIES, 
‘THE TRAIN TRACKS ARE A TRAPDOOR EXIT, A GAP, AN EXCEPTION WHERE SILENCE 
‘AND LAWLESSNESS STILL REIGN. IF HIGHWAYS AND ROADS ARE AMERICA'S VEINS, 
“THE HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS OF MILES OF TRACKS ARE LIKE THOSE CHAKRA 
DIAGRAMS IN ACUPUNCTURISTS' OFFICES, THE HIDDEN FLOWS OF ENERGY THAT 
AFFECT THE BODY AS A WHOLE. 11'S AS IF THE VAPOR OF SEVERAL HUNDRED YEARS 
OF AMERICA’S DARING AND RUGGED SPIRIT IS CONTAINED WITHIN THE WAFTING, 
INTOXICATING SMELL OF HOT RAILROAD TAR. IT IS THELAST TRULY AMERICAN 
PLACE, UNTAINTED BY THE REGRETS OF MODERN PROGRESS. 


MosT PEOPLE KNOW THAT IN THE MID-1800s, HENRY DAVID THOREAU MOVED TO 
‘A CABIN OFF THE BANKS OF A LITTLE POND OUTSIDE HIS HOMETOWN oF CONCORD, 
MASSACHUSETTS, 70 LIVE THERE FOR TWO YEARS WHILE WRITING A BOOK CALLED 
(On WaLDEN Pono. WHAT IS LESS WIDELY KNOWN IS THAT HIS CABIN WAS NO 
MORE THAN 300 FEET FROM A SET OF RAILROAD TRACKS LEADING INTO CONCORD, 
AND THAT IT WAS ONLY A 30-MINUTE WALK DOWN THE LINE TO GET TO HIS 
MOTHER'S HOUSE. ON 4 RECENT VISIT TO WALDEN POND, WHILE! WAS AWED BY 
“THE PRISTINE SITE HENRY DAVID HAD CHOSEN FOR HIS EXPERIMENT, | SAW THAT 
WITHOUT THE TRACKS—THAT LIFELINE, THAT TRAIL OF BREAD CRUMBS THAT 
(COULD BE FOLLOWED BACK TO CIVILIZATION-HIS LONG HERMITAGE COULD HAVE 
BEEN AN UNENDING HELL. THOREAU HAD FOUND THE BEST OF BOTH WORLDS, THE 
THING WE ALL WANT—NATURE AND CIVILIZATION TOGETHER IN ONE TIDY PACKAGE. 
I CAN ONLY IMAGINE THAT ON SOME LONELY, COLD NIGHTS IN HIS LITTLE CABIN, 
WHEN HE WAS MISSING HIS FRIENDS IN BOSTON, WONDERING WHY HE HAD MOVED 
BACK TO HIS BIRTHPLACE TO GROW STRING BEANS, THE SOUND OF THE TRAIN 
WHISTLE ECHOING THROUGH THE WOODS IN THE DEAD OF NIGHT STEELED HIS WILL 
‘TO THE TASK AT HAND AND REMINDED HIM THAT WHILE HE WAS ALONE, HE WAS 
STILL APART OF HUMANITY. 


THE SCENERY ALONG THE TRACKS IS COMPLETELY DIFFERENT FROM THAT SEEN 
‘THROUGH THE WINDOW OF A SPEEDING CAR—THERE ARE NO GAS STATIONS, 
BILLBOARD ADVERTISENENTS, BARS, SIDEWALKS, OR PEDESTRIANS. IT IS A WORLD 
OF DISUSED LOTS AND SHADOWS CAST FROM BACKYARD FLOODLIGHTS, STRAY 
DOGS HOWLING, UNDERPASS BUMS DRINKING, CONCRETE MONOLITHS, AND. 
TELEPHONE POLES ENGULFED BY KUDZU. ONCE YOU GET OUT THERE INTO THE 
OPEN COUNTRY AND AWAY FROM THE ROADS, YOU SEE PRISTINE NATURE, 
UNTOUCHED BY THE WITHERING HAND OF CIVILIZATION. BE WARY OF ANY 
ENTERPRISE THAT REQUIRES NEW CLOTHES," THOREAU WARNED. THE GREAT NEW 
ENGLAND RADICAL AND NONCONFORMIST COULD BE DESCRIBED AS THE 
PROTO-HOBO, WITH HIS EMPHASIS ON SELF-SUFFICIENCY, LIVING OUTDOORS, AND 
AIMLESSLY WANDERING THE STILL-VIRGINAL AMERICAN LANDSCAPE. HISTORIANS 


AGREE THAT THE MODERN AMERICAN HOBO EMERGED AFTER THE CIVIL WAR. THE 
NATION'S YOUNG MEN HAD RETURNED TO DEVASTATION AT HOME. SOME, ALREADY 
ACCUSTOMED TO SLEEPING OUTSIDE AND FORAGING FOR FOOD, BECAME HoB0'S, 
SETTING OFF ACROSS THE COUNTRY IN SEARCH OF WORK. IN THE MID-TO LATE 
1800s, THE GROWTH OF THE HOBO FOLLOWED THE WESTWARD SPRAWL OF TRACK. 
IN THE EARLY DAYS, HOBOS WERE MIGRANT WORKERS WHO JUMPED TRAIN CARS 
RATHER THAN PAYING TO RIDE IN PASSENGER CLASS, ONE ESTIMATE PUT ABOUT 1 
MILLION HOBOS ON THE RAILS BETWEEN 1890 AND 1930. BEN REITIVAN, A 
PERIPATETIC ANARCHIST OF THE 1920s, FAMOUS FOR BEING THE LOVER OF EMNA 
GOLDMAN, SUBDIVIDED THE TRANSIENT TAXONOMY AS SUCH: 


"HOBOS WERE THE UNATTACHED MEN AND WOMEN TRAVELING AROLIND LOOKING 


FOR WORK; 


“TRAMPS" THE UNATTACHED PENNILESS ONES TRAMPING AROUND FOR 
EXCITEMENT AND ADVENTURE LIKE MYSELF, AND "BUMS", WHO MAKE UP THE THIRD 
‘AND SMALLEST BUT THE MOST TROUBLESOME TYPE OF VAGRANT, THE TYPE 
ADDICTED TO DRUGS AND TO DRINK AND WHO HAVE LOST ALL SENSE OF 
RESPECTABILITY." 


‘THE TURN OF THE CENTURY WAS A PERILOUS TIME TO aE A HORO. BETWEEN 1898, 
AND 1908, THE INTERSTATE COMMERCE COMMISSION RECORDED AN ESTIMATED 
48,000 TRAMPS KILLED ON FREIGHT TRAINS AND AN EQUAL NUMBER MAIMED. IT 
WAS COMMON FOR MIGRANTS TO 'RIDE THE RODS," LYING ACROSS THE SKELETAL 
‘STEEL BARS UNDER THE TRAIN, EXTENDED LIKE SUPERMAN. THEY ALSO RODE THE 
BLINDS," CROUCHING ON THE PLATFORMS OF FAST-MOVING PASSENGER TRAINS. 
BOXCARS AND LUMBER CARS WOULD OFTEN BE SO PACKED WITH RIDERS THAT IT 
WAS HARD TO FIND ROOM INSIDE. LIFE WAS CHEAP ON THE RAILS—SOME HOROS 
FELL OFF OR UNDER TRAINS, OTHERS WERE MURDERED, WHILE THE LEAST 
FORTUNATE FROZE TO DEATH IN REFRIGERATOR CARS OR SUFFOCATED IN LONG 
TUNNELS UNEQUIPPED WITH MODERN VENTILATION. RAILROAD EXPERT LEE 
WHEELBARGER TOLD ME A STORY THAT WELL ILLUSTRATED THESE PERILS~THE 


‘STEAM TRAINS AT THE TIME SPRAYED BOILING OIL AND HOT EFFLUENT ONTO A 
LITTLE PLATFORM BEHIND THE SECOND LOCOMOTIVE, CALLED THE "MONKEY 
PORCH.’ ON GOLD NIGHTS, HOBOS WHO DIDN'T KNOW ANY BETTER WOULD MOVE 
UP THE CARS TOWARD THE WARMTH RADIATING FROM THE LOCOMOTIVE'S 
FURNACE; WHEN THE CREW FOUND THEM, THEY WERE SCALDED SO BADLY THAT 
‘THEY LOOKED LIKE BURNED MONKEYS. 


TODAY, IF CAUGHT TRESPASSING IN A TRAIN YARD BY A RAILROAD BULL (RAIL 
POLICE), VOU ARE GIVEN A POLITE WARNING, CITED, OR AT WORST THROWN IN JAIL 
FOR A COUPLE OF DAYS. AT THE TURN OF THE CENTURY, HOWEVER, A LOW-GRADE 
GUERRILLA WAR RAGED BETWEEN THE RAIL COMPANIES AND THE HOBOS, BULLS 
WOULD WANTONLY KILL HOBOS, AND THE HOBOS WOULD AVENGE THE FALLEN BY 
SHOOTING BULLS. THIS SAGA IS BEST ORAMATIZED IN THE NOVIE EMPEROR OF THE 
NORTH POLE, IN WHICH A RUTHLESS, HOBO-MURDERING BULL NAMED "SHACK" IS 
CHALLENGED BY THE HEROIC HOBO "A-#1." A-#1 IS DETERMINED TO JUMP 
SHACK'S UN-RIDABLE TRAIN. THE SHACK CHARACTER WAS PROBABLY LOOSELY 
BASED ON JEFF CARR, A TURN-OF-THE-CENTURY BULL WITH A TERRIFYING 
REPUTATION AMONG ITINERANTS. 


IN HIS 1926 UNDERWORLD AUTOBIOGRAPHY You CAN'T WIN, OUTLAW AUTHOR 
Jack BLACK WROTE, “JEFF CARR IS 'BUM SIMPLE” (SIMPLE-MINDED ON THE 
SUBJECT OF KILLING BUMS). IF YOU RUN, HELL SHOOT VOU; IF YOU STAND, WE'LL 
GET YOU SIX MONTHS IN PRISON. AND HE'D RATHER HAVE YOU RUN.” JACK 
LONDON ALSO WROTE ABOUT CARR IN THE ROAD, HIS 1907 BOOK ABOUT 
TRAIN-HOPPING: “FORTUNATELY, | NEVER ENCOUNTERED JEFF CARR. | PASSED 
THROUGH CHEYENNE IN A BLIZZARD. THERE WERE 84 HOBOES WITH ME AT THE 
TIME, THE STRENGTH OF NUMBERS MADE US PRETTY NONCHALANT ON MOST 
THINGS, BUT NOT ON JEFF CARR. THE CONNOTATION OF JEFF CARR STUNNED OUR 
IMAGINATION, NUMBED OUR VIRILITY AND THE WHOLE GANG WAS MORTALLY 
SCARED OF MEETING Hi." IN ADDITION TO MURDER, EXTORTION WAS RAMPANT. 
RAILROAD WORKERS WOULD BARGE INTO BOXCARS AND SHAKE DOWN RIDERS FOR 


THE SMALL AMOUNTS OF CASH THEY HAD, THREATENING TO KICK THEM OFF OR 
HAVE THEM ARRESTED IF THEY DIDN'T PAY UP. INTHE LATE 18005, A GROUP OF 
HOBOS FORMED A UNION OF UNEMPLOYED AND ITINERANT WORKERS CALLED 
‘TouRIST UNION #63 TO PROTECT THEMSELVES AGAINST THE RAILROAD WORKERS 
AND BULLS. SOME OF THESE HOBOS WENT ON TO FOUND THE AMERICAN CIVIL 
LIBERTIES UNION. MORE THAN 50 YEARS LATER, IN 1972, THEY WON THEIR LONG. 
FICHT TO REPEAL OUTDATED AND REPRESSIVE VAGRANCY LAWS, AROUND THE 
TURN OF THE CENTURY, TOURIST UNION #63 HELD THEIR ANNUAL HOBO 
CONVENTION IN CHICAGO, THEN THE NEXUS OF AMERIOAN HOBO LIFE. CHICAGO 
MAD THE BIGGEST FREIGHT YARDS IN THE COUNTRY AND WAS A NATURAL WAY 


‘STATION FOR THE NATION'S OUTLAWS, CRIMINALS, RADICALS, AND ITINERANTS. 
AFTER RIOTS AND POLICE VIOLENCE MARRED A COUPLE OF THE CONVENTIONS, THE 
ORGANIZERS PUT OUT WORD THAT THEY WERE LOOKING TO RELOCATE. THE 
FOUNDERS OF A SMALL, NEWLY INCORPORATED FARMING COMMUNITY IN IOWA 
CALLED BRITT GOT IN TOUCH TO OFFER THEIR HUMBLE LOT AS HOST. 


LUNLIKE'SO MANY TOWNS WITH DRACONIAN VAGRANCY LAWS, BRITT ACTUALLY 
WANTED THE HOBOS AROUND—THEY NEEDED TEMPORARY FARMWORKERS. THEY 
SHREWDLY SAW THAT INVITING HOBOS TO THEIR TOWN WAS A WAY TO 
DISTINGUISH THENSELVES FROM OTHER DEVELOPING COMMUNITIES. SO THE 
FOUNDERS BOUGHT THE HOBOS FIRST-CLASS PULLMAN TICKETS FROM CHICAGO TO 
(CHECK THE FLACE OUT. THE HOBOS LIKED BRITT—THERE WAS PLENTY OF SPACE IN 
‘THE LITTLE TOWN TO HOLD THEIR LARGE GATHERINGS. A DEAL WAS MADE, AND 
‘THE NATIONAL HOBO CONVENTION HAS BEEN HELD THERE FOR THE PAST 123 
YEARS, TODAY, THE HOBOS STILL DESCEND ON THE QUET LITTLE TOWN FOR ONE 
WEEKEND A YEAR IN AUGUST TO RECONNECT WITH THEIR KIN, HONOR THEIR DEAD, 
EAT HOBO STEW, AND ELECT A HOBO KING AND QUEEN. BRITT HAS A Hopo 
Museum, & HoBo GRAVEVARD, A HOBO JUNGLE, AND EVEN A SHRINE TO THE 
UnkWown HoBo. FoR MOST OF THE 20TH CENTURY, TRAIN RIDERS LEARNED THE 
RAIL SYSTEM THROUGH TRIAL AND ERROR AND BY SWAPPING INFORMATION WITH 
OTHER RIDERS. IN THE 20S, THE JUNGLES WERE FULL OF PEOPLE DOINS LAUNDRY 
AND COOKING UP BIG MEALS, YOU GOULD STUMBLE INTO ONE AND ASK THE 


OLD-TIMERS WHEN THE NEXT HOTSHOT WAS LEAVING. THE OLD-TIMERS KNEW THE 
‘SCHEDULES, YARD LAYOUTS, AND CATCH-OUT SPOTS BY HEART THROUGH YEARS OF 
REPETITION AND EXPERIENCE. IN 1997, AN ANONYMOUS TRAIN ENTHUSIAST 
CATALOGUED THIS FOLK KNOWLEDGE IN A SINGLE CODEX, A GUIDE OF HOW To HOP 
‘OUT OF EVERY CITY, TOWN, AND SUBURB IN NORTH AMERICA. THE THICK 
PHOTOCOPIED PAMPHLET IS UPDATED EVERY YEAR WITH INFORMATION SUBMITTED 
BY CONTRIBUTORS FROM AROUND THE NATION, THIS MODERN-DAY SEXTANT FOR 
“THE EXPLORER OUT ON THE IRON SEA IS THEN DISCREETLY PASSED FROM HAND TO 
HAND AMONG FREIGHT RIDERS. 


BRITT WAS OVERRUN WITH TOURISTS BUT THERE WAS A CONSPICUOUS ABSENCE OF 
PEOPLE WHO LOOKED LIKE REAL HOBOS WHO HAD SPENT ANY CONSIDERABLE 
AMOUNT OF TIME ON THE TRACKS, RURAL FAMILIES AMBLED DOWN THE MAIN 
STREET PAST DUNKING BOOTHS AND FOOD STALLS AND TENTS BLASTING TOP-40 
HITS, PUBESCENT GIRLS BOUGHT PINK HOBO GIRLY TEES FROM THE HOBO 
MUSEUM AND THEN WENT TO EAT BREAKFAST ACROSS THE STREET AT Many Jo's 
Hogo HOUSE. We WALKED OVER TO BaiTr's MAKESHIFT HoBO JUNGLE, A 
WELL-MOWED STRETCH OF GRASS BY THE RAILROAD TRACKS, THERE, CLUSTERED 
AROUND A DISUSED BOXCAR, WERE ABOUT 20 PEOPLE MILLING ABOUT, MOSTLY 
CGRAY-HAIRED AND WEARING LEATHER VESTS OR COONSKIN CAPS. TEN OR 15 
TENTS DOTTED THE GREEN, ALONG WITH A LITTLE VILLAGE OF RVS AND VANS. 
‘THERE COULDN'T HAVE BEEN MORE THAN 60 PECPLE IN ALL CAMPED OUT. IT HAD 
MORE OF THE AMBIENCE OF A HIPPIE CRAFT FAIR THAN A DEPRESSION-ERA 
HOOVERVILLE. To PUT THINGS INTO PERSPECTIVE, 1,800 HOBOS HAD ATTENDED 
‘THE 1949 CONVENTION IN BRITT. ACROSS TOWN IN CITY PARK, BRITT RESIDENTS. 
SERVED UP VATS OF HO8O STEW, THE TRADITIONAL IMPROVISED GUMBO OF THE 
HOBOS, TO A MIXED CROWD OF TRANSIENTS AND TOURISTS, THE CEREMONY TO 
ELECT THIS YEAR'S HOBO KING AND QUEEN BEGAN WITH AN OLDER WOMAN 
SINGING ALL THREE REFRAINS OF "THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER." AS THE 
ANTHEN DRONED ON, ATTENDEES LOOKED OFF INTO THE DISTANCE GLAZE-EVED. 


‘THEY DIDN'T KNOW THE WORDS. THE CANDIDATES FOR HOBO KING, A COLLECTION 
OF SCRUFFY ELDERLY GENTLEMEN WITH NAMES LIKE ADMAN AND MINNESOTA JIM, 
TOOK TO THE STAGE TO GIVE THEIR STUMP SPEECHES. 


‘THERE'S BEEN A HOBO KING CROWNED EVERY YEAR SINCE 1900, AND EVERY YEAR 
PRIOR TO THE CONVENTION BEING MOVED PERMANENTLY To BRITT, TO KEEP 
INTERLOPERS OUT, THE HOBO KING HAS TO HAVE LIVED CONSIDERABLE PORTIONS 
OF HIS LIFE ON FREIGHT TRAINS. ADMAN AND MINNESOTA JIM'S TWO-MINUTE 
SPEECHES WERE MOVING. BOTH NEN TALKED ABOUT THEIR HEALTH PROBLEMS, 
AND ADMAN ANNOUNGZD HIS RETIREMENT FROM RIDING THE RAILS. OLO-TIMERS 
WHO HAD "CAUGHT THE WESTROUND" (THE HOBO TERM FOR DYING) WERE 
CANONIZED AND LAUDED. THE CROWD WENT WILD WHEN A FRIENDLY-LOOKING 
OLDER HOBO WITH ONE LEG ROLLED HIS WHEELCHAIR UP TO THE MICROPHONE. "Hi, 
I'M FROG," HE SAID IN A CROAKING, HIGH-PITCHED VOICE. HE ANNOUNCED THAT HE 
HAD TAKEN 4 BAD SPILL OFF ONE OF THE FLOATS THAT MORNING, BUT THAT HE 
WAS FINE. WHILE ADMAN’S SPEECH HAD BEEN LADEN WITH MOROSE SELF-PITY, 
FROG SEEMED FULL OF GRATITUDE TO HIS HOBO FAMILY. THE NOMINEES FOR 
HOBO QUEEN WERE ALL SENIOR CTIZENS—ANGEL, MINNESOTA JEWEL, AND A 
WOMAN NAMED EMPRESS VAGABOND LUMP, THE ONLY BLACK HOBO AT THE 
EVENT. THE WINNERS WERE DECIDED BY APPLAUSE. IN THE END, MINNESOTA JIM, 
WHO LOOKED LIKE A CADAVEROUS WOODY GUTHRIE, WON, ALONGSIDE ANGEL, A 
WOMAN FROM BRITT. THEY WERE CROWNED WITH TIN FOLGERS-CAN HATS. 


AFTER THE PROCEEDINGS WRAPPED UP, | FOUND FROG SITTING OFF BY HIMSELF, 
‘SMOKING. FROG LIVED ALONE OUT IN HELENA, MONTANA. HE HAD GOTTEN HIS 
NAME INA CALIFORNIA IMMIGRATION JAIL, "BECAUSE MY TRAVELING PARTNER 
‘TOLD THEM | HOPPED THE TRAINS LIKE A FROG." | ASSUMED HE HAD LOST HIS LES 
(ON THE FREIGHTS, BUT HE SAID THAT A GANG OF TEENAGERS HAD JUMPED HIM IN 
“THE EARLY 2000S. "JUST SOME KIDS COMING HOME FROM A BALLGAME. IT 
HAPPENS A LOT THESE DAYS,” HE SAID, UPBEAT AND SMILING. HE HAD RIDDEN 
TRAINS FOR 31 YEARS BEFORE HIS ACCIDENT. "MY WANDERLUST SPIRIT STARTED 


AT EIGHT YEARS OLD, AND IT'S STILL THERE. THOUGH IM NOT RIDING TRAINS 
ANYMORE, | STILL WANT TO RIDE. | HAVE ONE FINAL RIDE, AND THAT'S MY 
\WESTBOUND JOURNEY." | ASKED FROG WHY THERE WERE SO FEW YOUNG RIDERS AT 
‘THE CONVENTION, "THE YOUNG ANARCHIST BROTHERS AND SISTERS ARE OUT 
‘THERE, STILL RIDING TRAINS, JUST NOT CALLING THEMSELVES HOBOS. | HONESTLY 
FEEL LIKE, GIVE IT ANOTHER 25 YEARS AND THE HOBO CONVENTION WILL BE A 
‘THING OF THE PAST.” HE EXPLAINED THAT, OVER THE PREVIOUS TWO DECADES, 
BRITT HAD CLAMPED DOWN HARD ON THE CONVENTION. IT HAD BECOME 
(COUNTY-FAIR MAINSTREAM, COMPLETELY SANITIZED—LITTLE KIDS MILLED AROUND 
‘THE Hogo JUNGLE COLLECTING AUTOGRAPHS AND GAWKING, AS IF IT WERE A 
CIRCUS. THE CITY STARTED ENFORCING LEASH LAWS AND INSTITUTED A HARD LINE 
(ON FIGHTS, DRUG USE, AND DRUNKENNESS. A FINAL INSULT WAS THE 
INSTALLATION OF A RAILROAD BULL ON THE TRACKS DURING THE CONVENTION, 
PREVENTING HOBOS FROM HOPPING INTO OR OUT OF BRITT. AS | TOOK A STROLL 
(ON THE TRACKS IN THE LATE AFTERNOON, THE CLEAN-CUT, SHARKLIKE BULL 
‘STOPPED ME AND DEMANDED MY DRIVER'S-LICENSE NUMBER WITH A SMILE. IN 
Jack BLACKS You CAN'T WIN HE DESCRIBED A TURN-OF-THE-CENTURY ITERATION 
(OF THE NATIONAL Hono CONVENTION: "THERE WAS A GRAND JUNGLE BY A SMALL, 
CLEAN RIVER WHERE THEY BOILED UP THEIR VERMINED CLOTHES, OR ‘RAGS! AS 
THEY ARE ALWAYS CALLED, COOKED THEIR MULLIGANS, OR IF ENOUGH BUMS GOT 
TOGETHER, HELD THEIR ‘CONVENTIONS.’ THESE CONVENTIONS, LIKE MANY OTHERS, 
WERE AN EXCUSE FOR A BIG DRUNK. SOMETIMES THEY WOULD END IN § KILLING OR 
‘SOME DRUNKEN BUM WOULD FALL IN THE FIRE AND GET BURNED TO DEATH, AFTER 
WHICH THEY WOULD SILENTLY STEAL AWAY." 


IN 1998, a SECT oF HOBO ATTENDEES GOT FED UP WITH THE CONVENTION'S 
INCREASINGLY REGTRICTIVE RULES AND REGULATIONS AND STARTED THEIR OWN, 
ROVING EVENT CALLED TRAMPFEST, MEANT TO RUN CLOSER TO THE ORIGINAL 
OUTLAW SPIRIT OF BRITT's HOBO CONVENTION. "THEY DECIDED, IF THEY'RE GOING 
‘TO BRING IN ALL THESE COPS AND RAILROAD DICKS AND THE MEDIA, THEY DIDN'T 
FROG EXPLAINED. THE STORIES I'VE HEARD ABOUT TRAMPFEST GIVE 


‘THE IMPRESSION IT 1S THE YOUNGER, DRUNKER, STABBIER VERSION OF BRITT'S 
CONVENTION. DARKNESS FELL, THE CAMPFIRE WAS LIT, AND STYROFOAM PLATES 
OF BEANS AND HOT DOGS WERE SERVED; THE WHOLE THING TOOK ON THE 
AMBIENCE OF A REN FAIR OR A Wes ANDERSON MOVIE. A TERRIFYING 
[AMISH-LOOKING GUY WITH A NECKBEARD DANCED AROUND AND PERFORMED A 
FLUTE VERSION OF "CALL ME MAYBE." ONE OF THE CRUSTY PUNK KIDS WHO HAD 
SHOWN UP, VIHO LOOKED HALF-HUMAN, HALF-PIG, BREATHED FIRE WHILE STANDING 
INSIDE THE BOXCAR. THERE WAS A LOT OF KIWANIS-STYLE TALK OF PATRIOTISM, 
AND THE EVENING WAS MODERATED BY A 66-YEAR-OLD MC NAMED MEDICINE 
MAN, WHO WAS NOT EVEN A HOBO, BUT RATHER A KIND OF HOBO ENTHUSIAST 
WHO TRAVELED THE COUNTRY WITH HIS WIFE IN AN RV. THESE "HOBOS AT HEART" 
(A EUPHEMSM FAUX HOBOS INVOKE TO DESCRIBE THEMSELVES) SEEMED TO HAVE 
COMMANDEERED THE CONVENTION—THE AUTHENTIC HOBOS, AILING AND TIRED, 
TRIED TO SIT BACK AND APPRECIATE THE TIME WITH THEIR FAMILY, 


EMPRESS VAGABOND LUMP TOLD ME, "WHEN I FIRST CAME HEREIN ‘81, IT WAS 
DIFFERENT. IT WASN'T POLICED THEN LIKE IT 1S Now. Now IT'S LIKE A HISTORY 
‘THING, PEOPLE LEARNING THE HISTORY OF THE HOBO, THIS IS JUST LIKE WEEKEND 
STUFF." HANGING AROUND THE HOBO JUNGLE AS THE SUN WENT DOWN, | MET THE 
ENFANT TERRIBLE OF THE NATIONAL Ho80 CONVENTION, CAMPED UNDER THE 
WHEELS OF A PARKED BOXCAR WITH A SCRAP OF RAGGED BLANKET, NURSING A 
12:PACK OF BEAST ICE, HE WORE A FILTHY TIE-DYED T-SHIRT, AND HIS SKIN WAS 
THE COLOR OF BOILED HOT DOG. HE MOONWALKED OUT FROM HIS HOLE, 
SHOUTING, "IM THE TAN MAN, BABY!" AND SINGING LADY GAGA~"LEMMETAKEA 
RIDE ON YOUR DISCO STICK!" IN HIS EARLY 40s, FILTHY, AND DERANGED, TAN MAN 
(CAME OFF LIKE A CARICATURE OF A CRACKPOT BUM. HE EXPLAINED THAT HE HAD 
SPENT HIS LIFE LIVING ON THE STREETS, AND THAT HE WAS PROUD TO BE "KING OF 
‘THE THUMB BUMS." HE SAID HE FELT SAFER IN A GUTTER THAN IN A WARM BED. 

HE RAGED AGAINST WHAT THE HOBO CONVENTION HAD BECOME. “A LOT OF THESE 
PEOPLE HERE ARE CREDIT-CARD HOBOS, HOBO MILLIONAIRES,” HE SEETHED. TAN 
MAN SHOWED UP, EVEN THOUGH IT HAD BECOME A PARODY OF ITSELF, OUT OF 


RESPECT FOR THEELDERLY HOBOS. "ONE THING THE OLD-TIMERS TAUGHT ME: 
‘ALWAYS RESPECT, ALWAYS OFFER A CIGARETTE, ALWAYS OFFER SOMETHING TO 
EAT AND A BEER IF YOUVE GOT IT, THAT'S OLD HOBO RULES, YOU'VE GOT TO GIVE 
RESPECT TO GET RESPECT.” TAN MAN SAID THAT AFTER THE CONVENTION HE WAS 
HEADING To CLINTON, lOWA, TO GET SOBER AND BECOME A YOUTH PASTOR IN AN, 
EVANGELICAL PROGRAM FOR HOMELESS YOUTH, "INSTEAD OF RUNNING 
BUTT-NAKED DOWN THE SEACH WITH THE POLICE COMING AFTER ME ASKING, 
"WHO'S THAT GUY?" 'I DON'T KNOW, THEY CALL HIM THE TAN MAN,'I'D LIKE TO 
JUST DO ONE THING GOOD. IF | COULD JUST HELP ONE PERSON, ONE PUNK KID, IT'S 
WORTH MY WHOLE JOURNEY, MY WHOLE LIFE.” 


AFTER | LEFT TAN MAN, MEDICINE MAN, THE HOBO AT HEART," CAME OVER TO. 
ME WITH A WORRIED LOOK ON HIS FACE. "I SAW YOU WERE OVER THERE TALKING 
TO TAN MAN, WE'VE HAD ALOT OF PROBLEMS WITH HIM OVER THE YEARS, SO | 
DON'T KNOW WHAT HE TOLD You. BUT | JUST WANT YOU To KNOW THAT IF YOU 
PRINT ANY OF THE THINGS HE SAID, YOU ALL WON'T BE WELCOMED BACK HERE.” 
[AFTER GOING BACK AND FORTH WITH HIM A BIT AND A COUPLE MORE OPEN-MIC 
ACTS, IT WAS TIME TO CALL IT A NIGHT. THE NEXT DAY, | LEARNED THAT TAN MAN 
HAD BEEN ARRESTED FOR PISSING ON A FENCE. THE MOST BASIC PRIMAL HUMAN 
NEED, DARELY AN AFFRONT TO LAWFUL SOCIETY, SINGLED OUT IN A TOWN THAT 
WAS ONCE THE HoBO'S SANCTUARY. I'D HAD ENOUGH. DISGUSTED BY THE FETTY 
PATERNALISM OF BRITT AND WITH THE CONVENTION, IT WAS TIME TO LEAVE. WE 
FLEW BACK TO NEW YORK. WHEN I GOT BACK HOME, I CALLED FROG TO CONTINUE 
A CONVERSATION WE HAD BEEN HAVING IN BRITT. HE HAD TOLD ME THAT HE HAD 
BEEN ONE OF THE FOUNDING MEMBERS OF AN INFAMOUS TRANSIENT GANG CALLED 
‘THE F.T.R.A, WHICH IS THOUGHT TO BE THE FREIGHT-TRAIN EQUIVALENT OF THE 
Chips, FROG LAUGHED OFF THE REPUTATION OF THE MUCH-FEARED CABAL. "IT 
‘STANDS FOR FUCK THE REAGAN ADMINISTRATION—WE STARTED IT WHEN REAGAN 
CUT OUR FOOD STAMPS—BUT SOMEHOW IT BECAME FREIGHT TRAIN RIDERS OF 
AMERICA. To THIS DAY, SOMETIMES PEOPLE ASK ME TO RAG*AND-TAG 'EM.' HE 
LAUGHED. A WARM AND GENEROUS MAN, FROG HAD TOLD ME THAT PLENTY OF 


‘TRAIN RIDERS AND HOBOS STOPPED THROUGH TO VISIT HIM IN HELENA. | HAD | 


IMAGINED HIM LIVING IN A RICKETY, PAINT-PEELING CABIN WITH & WOODSTOVE, 
‘SURROUNDED BY SUNFLOWERS AND A COLLECTION OF RUSTED RAILROAD SPIKES 


STACKED ON THE PORCH, IN MY NIND, HE WAS LIVING OUT HIS SUNSET YEARS IN A 
CHEERFUL SANCTUARY, WITH TRAMIPS, BUMS, AND OUTLAWS WITH NAMES LIKE 
MINNEAPOLIS MINNIE, PASCO SLIM, AND SALT CHUNK MARY CONSTANTLY 
PASSING THROUGH, COOKING UP BIG MEALS TOGETHER, GETTING DRUNK, AND 
DISAPPEARING BACK OUT INTO THE NIGHT. SO I WAS CAUGHT OFF GUARD WHEN 
DURING THE COURSE OF OUR CONVERSATION HE MENTIONED THAT HE LIVED IN A 
SENIOR CENTER. MY FANTASY IDEA OF His LIFE CRUMBLED, REPLACED BY GRAY 
REALITY—FIBERBOARD WALLS, FRESH-CUT GRASS, WELCOME CENTERS, AND 
PARKING LOTS. 


‘THE THOUGHT OF FROG IN HIS WHEELCHAIR, ALL ALONE IN A MONTANA SENIOR 
CENTER, WAS TOO MUCH. SENSING MY MALAISE, HE BEGAN DESCRIBING HIS 
‘SURROUNDINGS, "I'M OVERLOOKING THE SLEEPING GIANT MOUNTAINS. | WATCH 
‘THE TRAINS GO BY MY HOUSE, AND THEY ZOOM RIGHT BY MY WINDOW," HE SAID 
WISTFULLY. "THERE'S TWO SETS OF TRACKS—ONE GOING WEST AND THE OTHER 
GOING EAST. AND DIRECTLY BEHIND THE TRACKS IS AN AIRPORT, SO I CAN SIT AND 
WATCH THE PLANES GOING IN AND OUT OF HERE." | IMAGINED THE RUMBLE OF THE 
TRAINS, THE LONESOME HORN WAKING HIM IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT FROM 
PERSISTENT DREAMS OF RIDING ONCE AGAIN, | PROMISED TO WRITE HIM A LETTER 
AND COME VISIT SOMETIME BEFORE SAVING GOODAVE. SITTING AT MY DESK AFTER 
HANGING UP WITH FRos, | FOUND MYSELF CRYING FOR ALL THE GONE PEOPLE AND 
GONE WAYS OF LIFE, AND THE GREAT AMERICAN HOBO, DISAPPEARING DOWN THE 
\WESTBOUND TRACK, NEVER TO RETURN AGAIN. 


Hono Postay 


So I'M CONTINUING WITH THIS BOOK OF HOBO POETRY BECAUSE THERE ARE MORE 


POETS FROM THE PAST, AS WELL AS THE PRESENT, AND I'M CATALOGING THEM 
HERE AS A REPOSITORY FOR FUTURE VIEWING, AND USE. HOPEFULLY WHOMEVER 
READS THIS BOOK WILL RESPECT THE WRITERS AND THE EMOTIONS EXPRESSED! 
‘SOME OF THE WORDS WRITTEN HERE ARE ACTUALLY SONG LYRICS, BUT DON'T LET 
‘THAT TURN YOU OFF READING THIS, MANY POEMS HAVE BEEN TURNED INTO SONGS, 
‘AND VICE-VERSA IF YOU DON'T BELIEVE ME CONSIDER RAP Music, WITH LyRiCs 
FROM ARTISTS SUCH AS TONE Los, DR. Dre, PHit EVERLAST, THE Beastie Boys, | 
ENINEN, OR SNOOP DoG! I'LL PROBABLY GET IN TROUBLE FOR MENTIONING THOSE 
ARTISTS IN CONJUNCTION WITH HOBO POETRY, BUT....OH WELL! 


LET Me RIDE To HEAVEN ON A TRAIN 


‘AN OLD MAN SAT WITH HEAD BOWED LOW, KE HEARD A LONESOME WHISTLE BLOW, 
‘THE WANDERLUST WAS BURNING DEEP INSIDE. 


His MIND WENT DRIFTING BACK AWAYS, BACK TO HIS HOBO DAYS, | LISTENED AND 
HEARD THE CLD MAN CRY, 


“I'W IN A CONVALESCENT HOME, WHERE THEY TELL MEI'M TOO OLD TO ROAM, AND 
LORD | KNOW! THE THINGS THEY'RE TELLING ME IS TRUE.’ 


“LIKE AN OLD ABANDONED RAILWAY, LORD I'VE SEEN MY BETTER DAYS, I'VE JUST 
ONE MORE THING TO ASK OF YOU." 


“WHEN MY LIFE ON EARTH IS DONE, LET ME RIDE THE WESTBOUND, TO THE LAND 
BEYOND THE SUN." 


“IF IT'S ALL THE SAME TO YOU, THERE'S ONE MORE THING | WANT TO OO, LET ME 
RIDE TO HEAVEN ON A TRAIN." 


“I'VE RODE A MILLION MILES OR MORE, TRAVELING ON THOSE OLD BOXCAR FLOORS, 
AND I'VE ALWAYS FELT THAT YOU WERE BY MY SIDE." 


“WELL LORD I'VE KEPT MY FAITH IN YOU, AND THERE'S ONE MORE THING I'D LIKE 
‘TO DO, PLEASE LET ME MAKE JUST ONE MORE RIDE.” 


“WHEN MY LIFE ON EARTH IS DONE, LET ME RIDE THE WESTBOUND TO THE LAND 
BEYOND THE SUN, IF IT'S ALL THE SAME TO YOU, THERE'S ONE MORE THING I'D LIKE 
‘TO DO, LET ME RIDE TO HEAVEN ON A TRAIN.” 


-LigerTy Justice: © OLo Dea STUMP Music 1995 


ALTHOUGH NOT REALLY A HOBO POEM, THESE SONG LYRICS BY GREGG ALLMAN 
[ARE FROM A SONG CALLED MELISSA, AND THE DESCRIPTIONS ARE ABOUT & HOBO 
“TRAVELING THE COUNTRY! HoBO KING - DANTE FUcWHA (R,|.P.) TOLD ME THAT 
WHEN HIS SISTER WOULD THINK ABOUT HIM SHE'D REFER TO THESE LYRICS WHICH, 
SHE SAID, DESCRIBED HiM TO 4 “T"! 


MELISSA 


CROSSROADS SEEM TO GOME AND GO, THE HOBO RIDES FROM COAST TO COAST, 
KNOWING MANY, LOVING ONE, SPARING SORROW, HAVING FUN, BUT BACK HOME 
HELL ALWAYS RUN TO SWEET MELISSA, 


FREIGHT TRAIN, EACH CAR LOOKS THE SAME, NO ONE KNOWS THE HOEO'S NAME, 
NO ONE HEAR'S HIS LONELY SIGH, THERE ARE NO BLANKETS WHERE HE LIES, 
BEENEATH HIS DREAMS THE HOBO FLIES TO SWEET MELISSA. 


AGAIN THE MORNING COMES, AGAIN HE'S ON THE RUN, SUNBEAMS TRAVELING 
THROUGH HIS HAIR, APPEARS NOT TO HAVE A CARE, PICK UP YOUR GEAR HORO 
ROLL ON, ROLL ON, 


(CROSSROADS WILL YOU EVER LET HIM GO, WILL YOU HIDE THE DEAD MAN'S GHOST, 
WILL HE LIE BENEATH THE PLAINS, WILL HIS SPIRIT FLY AWAY, BUT | KNOW HE 
WON'T STAY WITHOUT MELISSA. 


Grese ALLWAN © CaPRicoaN Music 1983 (Used BY PERMISSON) 


SOFTLY BY THE TRACKS: 


| STOOD BY THE MAIN IN THE SOFT AUGUST RAIN AND WATCHED AS HER 
HEADLIGHT APPEARED, SHE CRESTED THE HILL WITH ALOW MOANING QUILL, THEN 
PROCEEDED THROUGH SIGNALS JUST CLEARED. 


‘SHE ROLLED DOWN THE MAIN WITH A RUMBLING REFRAIN, A SONG ALL THE 
RAMBLERS HAVE KNOWN, THE CREAKS AND THE GROANS, AND THE LOW WHISTLE 
MOANS REMIND US OF YESTERDAY'S HOMES. 


(OW, HOW MANY TIMES HAVE I HEARD THOSE OLD CHIMES WHEN MY CHURCH WAS 
‘THE HIGH IRON TRAIL, WHEN THE VISION OF YOUTH RESPONDED TO TRUTH, 
EXPRESSED IN A STEAM ENGINE'S WAIL. 


‘AND THE CLUNK OF THE GEAR BROUGHT A SOFT WELLING TEAR, AS | STOOD THERE 
ALONE IN THE NIGHT, AND | FELT, ONCE AGAIN, THAT DEEP YEARNING YEN, THAT 
‘ALL US OLD RAMBLERS MUST FIGHT. 


‘THEN SHE WHISTLED A NAME THAT SOUNDED THE SAME AS LOVER | KNEW LONG 
AGO, | MET HER OUT THERE IN THE CLEAN PRAIRIE AIR, IN THE RISING SUN'S SOFT 
WARMING GLOW. 


'D SEEN HER AT NIGHT IN THE CAMPFIRE’S LIGHT, I'D HEARD HER SOFT CALL ON 
‘THE PLAIN, 'D TASTED HER LOVE IN THE RAIN FROM ABOVE, AND SLEPT WITH HER 
OFTEN ON TRAINS. 


‘AND THE ROMANCE WE KNEW I OFTEN REVIEW, AND | SAVOR THE FOND MEMORY, 
(OF THE SWEET CUNNING WAY SHE LED ME ASTRAY, AS SOFT AS A SOUTH WIND AT 
SEA, 


| REMEMBER HER NOW BUT I CAN'T RECALL HOW I LOST HER AND SHE SLIPPED 
AVIAY, SHE SOMETIMES COMES BACK WHEN | STAND BY THE TRACK THEN SHE 


SINGS, AND | MUST LOOK AWAY, 


[AND THE RIVERS AND STREAMS STILL CARRY MY DREAMS, OUT WHERE THE LONG 
FREIGHTER'S ROLL, AND THE MEMORIES GLEAM AS THE LONE WHISTLE'S SCREAM 
STILL CALLS TO MY WANDERING SOUL. 


‘AS THE YEARS ROLL ON BY I STILL WONDER WHY I MISS HER AND LONG FOR HER 
‘$0, AND HER NAME IN THE END WAS FREEDOM, MY FRIEND, A LOVER THAT MOST 
NEVER KNOW, 


‘THE TRAIN PASSES BY AND THERE'S MIST INMY EVE, AND IT'S NOT FROM THE SOFT 
FALLING RAIN, AND | KNOW ILL BE BACK TO THIS PLACE BY THE TRACK TO WATCH 
FREEDOM GO BY ON THE TRAIN, 


-E> C, (Buzz) PorTeR- 1993 © BLUEWATER PUBLISHING (USED By PERMISSION) 


ONE More TRAIN To RIDE 


WHEN I WAS ONLY 21 | LEFT MY HOME IN ATCHISON, VIA BOXCAR ON THE SANTA 
Fe, 


ToLD MoM AND DADDY NOT TO GRIEVE, THE TIME MAD CONE FOR ME TO LEAVE, 
‘THE CINDER TRAIL WAS CALLING’ ME AWAY. 


BUT THAT WAS 40 EARS AGO, I''E RODE A MILLION MILES OR MORE, THE 
RAMBLING! FEVER STILL BURNS DEEP INSIDE. 


I'VE BEEN IN ALMOST EVERY TOWN, BUT | COULD NEVER SETTLE DOWN, I'VE STILL 
GOT THAT ONE MORE TRAIN TO RIDE. 


WHEN THE EVENING SUN GOES DOWN ILL FIND A PLACE TO LAY ME DOWN, IN 
‘SOME OLD HOBO JUNGLE ONCE AGAIN. 


BUT WHEN THE TRAIN COMES BY AT DAWN IT's "60 LONG PAL I'M MOVING ON, I'M 
GOING SOMEWHERE | ANT NEVER BEEN." 


‘A.WHEN | FINALLY MAKE MY RUN TO THAT LAND BEYOND THE SUN, I WILL HOLD MY 
HEAD UP HIGH WITH PRIDE. 


LLRIDE THAT WESTBOUND TO THE END, | HOPE ST. PETER LET'S MEN, I'VE STILL 
GOT THAT ONE MORE TRAIN TO RIDE. 


‘THERE'S ONE MORE TRAIN TO RIDE, IT'S COMING’ ROUND THE BEND, GONNA’ HOP 
‘THAT OLD WESTBOUND, RIDE IT TO MY JOURNEY'S END. 


'o REALLY LIKE To STICK AROUND, BUT | COULD NEVER SETTLE DOWN, I'VE STILL 
GOT THAT ONE MORE TRAIN TO RIDE. 


~JeROME (LIBERTY) JusTICE- © 1993 OLD Dean Stump Music 


‘The Hoso's HEART 


‘THE ROAD NEVER ENDS IN THE HOBO'S HEART, BUT IT WINDS AND TURNS FOREVER, 
“THERE'S NO ROOM FOR HIM IN A WORLD OF MEN, HE LIVES CLOSE TO THE WIND 
AND WEATHER. 


THE ONLY ROOF ABOVE HIS HEAD IS A BOXCAR TOP AS HE RAMBLES, IT'S A WORLD 
OF STRIFE IN A SETTLED LIFE, TOO MUCH TO RISK IN A GAMBLE. 


He's A HAPPY SORT AS HE WANDERS FREE, THE BACK ROADS AND RAILROADS HAVE 
KNOWN HIM, HE HAS A REFERENCE FOR LOVE AND A GOD ABOVE, BUT NO MAN ON 
EARTH CAN OWN HIM. 


HE SMILES AS HE DREAMS OF THE LONG AGO, WHEN LIKE HIM WERE MANY OTHERS, 


‘THE SONGS THEY SANG, THE STORIES THEY TOLD THRCUGH THE DAYS THEY SPENT 
TOGETHER. 


‘AND ON CHILLY NIGHTS IN THE JUNGLE CAMPS THE WARMTH OF THE CAMPFIRE 
‘SHARING, OF QUIET THOUGHTS IN LONGING HEARTS, OF LOVED ONES AND THEIR 
CARING. 


OF CHILDHOOD DAYS IN THE OLD HOMEPLACE, OF VIRTUES TRUE AS MOTHERS, OF 
FATHERS WHO TOILED WITH HEART AND HAND KNOWING OTHER MEN AS BROTHERS. 


BUT His BROTHER'S ARE DEAD AND HE RESTS ALONE AT DUSK BY A RUSTY TRACK, 
AND HIS BROKEN HEART SINGS A SAD REFRAIN OF TRAINS THAT WON'T COME BACK. 


(OF PEOPLE TOO WHO RODE THE TRAINS, MANY PLACES WHERE THEY RAN, YET 
‘THROUGH THE YEARS AND LONELY NIGHTS HE GOES ON AS BEST HE CAN. 


‘THE RAILROADS ARE DYING, HIS BROTHERS ARE DEAD, TOO FEW FRIENDLY SMILES 
TO GREET Hit, YET HE TRAVELS ON SUSTAINED BY THE FACT THAT THE WORLD 
(COULD NOT DEFEAT HIM. 


-MinciN‘s Sum- © 2003 University Press 


‘There's A Lite Bir OF Tex In Me 


NoW | REMEMBER BACK DURING MY HOBO YEARS WHEN | WAS FOOTLOOSE AND 
FANCY FREE, | MET OLD TEX DOWN THE RAILROAD TRACKS CAMPED UNDERNEATH A 
TREE, 


HE WAS AN OLD, OLD HOBO, A LEGEND FROM LONG AGO, WHO RODE THE FREIGHTS 
IN ALL THE STATES FROM MAINE To Mexico. 


| knew OLD TEX ALWAYS TRAVELED ALONE AS HE RODE FROM STATE TO STATE, 
‘BUT HE BROKE HIS RULE FOR A HOMELESS KID, AND WE GRABBED A NORTHBOUND 


FREIGHT. 


Far ACROSS THIS MIGHTY LAND WE RODE WHERE THE WIND BLEW WILD AND FREE, 
‘AND | KNOW AS | LOOK BACK THROUGH THE VEARS THERE'S A LITTLE BIT OF TEX IN 
ME, 


‘SKID ROW BARS AND RAILROAD CARS, AND CAMPFIRES DOWN THE TRACK, OH MAN, 
MULLIGAN STEWED AND COFFEE BREWED, DRUNK FROM A BLACKENED CAN. 


He SHOWED ME THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS, AND WE WALKED DEATH VALLEY'S 
SANDS, HE ROLLED HIS SMOKES FROM BULL DURHAM POKES WITH HIS BATTERED, 
TIME WORN HANDS. 


HE TOLD ME TALES OF THE HOBO TRAILS AND ADVENTURES FROM LONG AGO, 
ABOUT CHICKEN RED, AND AMBOY FATS, AND A TRAMP CALLED ONE-EYED JOE. 


‘AND ALL ABOUT A RAMBLIN' MAN WHO RAMBLED FROW SEA TO SEA, AND YOU'D 
KNOW AT ONCE IF WE EVER MET THERE'S A LITTLE BIT OF TEX IN ME. 


| GUESS I THOUGHT LIKE OLD MAN RIVER WE'D JUST KEEP ROLLING ON, BUT 25 
YEARS WENT BY SO FAST | DIDN'T KNOW WHERE THEV'D GONE. 

‘SO ONE FINE DAY IN THE MONTH OF MAY AT THEAGE OF 94, OLD TEx WENT TO 
LIVE IN A REST HOME, AND COULD ROAM WITH ME NO MORE. 

‘THEN THE WORLD SEENED BIG AND LONELY AS | ROAMED THE LAND ALONE, THE 


GRASS WASN'T GREEN AND THE SUN DIDN'T SHINE, AND THE WIND EVEN SEEMED TO 
MOAN, 


BUT | TRAVELED ON AND MY HAIR TURNED GRAY AS I LIVED THE LIFE THAT'S FREE, 
AND NOW MORE THAN EVER I'D HAVE TO SAY THERE'S A LITTLE arf OF TEX IN ME. 


BUT TIE GOES BY AND ALL THINGS CHANGE, AND JUST THE OTHER DAY, I MET A 
HOMELESS, HUNGRY BOY DOWN ALONG THE SANTA FE. 


HE WAS DIRTY, TIRED, SICK, AND SAD, HE CAME FROM THE LONE STAR STATE, AND, 


YOU SEE, ME AND HIM KIND OF HIT IT OFF, SO WE GRABBED A NORTHBOUND 
FREIGHT. 


'LL SHOW HIM THE LAND AND THE JUNGLE CAMPS, AND WELL GO CAMP BY THE 
‘SEA, FOR | KNOW IT'S TRUE, AND SO DO YOU, THERE'S A LITTLE BIT OF TEX IN MEL 


-Hoon RIVER BLACKIE- © UNIVERSITY PRESS 1979 


‘THESE SONG LYRICS WERE INSPIRED TO BE WRITTEN FROM & CHANCE ENCOUNTER 
BY Boxcar WILLIE AND A HOBO BEHIND "THE CANNERY’, A LOCAL NIGHT CLUB IN 
NASHVILLE TENNESSEE THAT SIT'S NEXT TO THE L&N RAILROAD TRACKS. AFTER 
‘THE LYRICS WERE WRITTEN BOXCAR WILLIE ENLISTED THE HELP OF WILLIE 
NELSON TO RECORD THE SONG WHICH CAN BE FOUND ON BOXCAR WILLIE'S ALBUM 
Kin OF THE FREIGHT TRAINS, 


Boxcar's My Home: 


Boxcar's MY HOME, RAILROAD MY FRIEND, IT'S BEEN THAT WAY SINCE | DON'T 
KNOW VIHEN, I'M HERE TODAY, TOMORROW I'M GONE, WHERE | HANG MY HAT IS 
WHERE | CALL HOME. 

‘THE STARS AT NIGHT ARE MY ROOF OVERHEAD, THE GROUND BELOW IS WHERE I 
CALL MY BED, THE DISTANT HORIZONS ARE MY 4 WALLS, WHEN THE SUN COMES 
UP, MY HOBO BLOOD CALLS. 


-WiLLie NELSON & Boxcar WiLLie- © ASCAP Music 1964 (Usco By 
PERMISSION) 


ONCE AGAIN WHILE NOT HOBO POETRY THESE SONG LYRICS ARE FROM A SONG 


WHOSE COMPOSER IS UNKNOWN, BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN RECORDED THE SONS 
ENTITLED THE GHosT OF Tom JoaD, THE SUBJECT OF THE MOVIE THE GRAPES 
(OF WRATH! IN THE MOVIE TOM JOAD IS LET OUT OF PRISON AND RETURNS HOME 
To HIS FAMILIES FARM IN OKLAHOMA DURING THE DusTrowL YEARS. His FAMILY 
HEADS OUT FOR CALIFORNIA TO PICK VEGETABLES, TOM ENDS UP GETTING 
INVOLVED WITH UNIONIZATION OF CALIFORNIA FARMING AND KILLS A FARMS 
STRIKE SREAKER, TOM HAS TO LEAVE HIS FAMILY TO PROTECT THEM AND JUMPS 
(OUT ON FREIGHT TRAINS, THIS SONG IS BASED ON THAT STORY. 


‘THE GHost OF Tom Joao 


A.MAN WALKS ALONG 4 RAILROAD TRACK, HE'S GOING SOMEPLACE AND THERE'S 
NO GOING BACK, HIGHWAY PATROL CHOPPER FLIES UP OVER THE RIDGE, WHILE HE 
SLEEPS BY A CAMPFIREUNDER A BRIDGE. 


LIVING THIS WAY WHILE ON THE BORDER, WELCOME TO THE NEW WorLD ORDER, 
SITTING BY A CAMPFIRE WAY OUT WEST, NO HOME, NO JOB, NO PEACE, NO REST. 
‘THE RAILWAY IS ALIVE TONIGHT, WHERE IT'S GOING NOBODY KNOWS, I'M SITTING 
DOWN HERE BY THE CAMPFIRE LIGHT, LOOKING FOR THE GHOST oF ToM Joan. 


He PULLS PRAYER BOOK OUT OF A SLEEPING BAG, PREACHER LIGHTS UP A BUTT 
AND TAKES A DRAG. 


‘TALKS ABOUT WHEN THE LAST WILL BE FIRST, AND THE FIRST WILL BE LAST, IN A 
CARDBOARD BOX BENEATH AN OVERPASS. 


He's GOT ONE FOOT DEEP IN THE PROMISED LAND, LIVING OUTSIDE FROM MOUTH 
‘TO HAND, SLEEPING IN AN OLD CARDBOARD BOX, BATHING IN THE CITYS 
AqueDUCT, 


WELL THE RAILWAY IS ALIVE TONIGHT, WHERE IT'S GOING EVERYEODY KNOWS, I's 


SITTING DOWN HERE IN THE CAMPFIRE LIGHT, WAITING ON THE GHOST OF TOM 
Joao. 


‘AnD Now Tom says: 


“MA, WHEREVER THERE'S A COP BEATING A GLY, WHERE A HUNGRY NEWRORN 
BABY CRIES, WHERE THERE'S A FIGHT IN THE HOOD OR HATRED IN THE AIR, LOOK 
FOR ME MOM I'LL BE THERE. 


WHEREVER SOMEBODY'S FIGHTING FOR A PLACE TO STAND, FOR 4 DECENT JOB OR 
A HELPING HAND, WHERE SOMEBODY'S FIGHTING TO BE FREE, LOOK IN THEIR EYES 
MOM AND YOU'LL SEE ME.” 


WELL THE RAILWAY IS ALIVE TONIGHT, AND WHERE IT'S GOING EVERYBODY KNOWS, 
I'M SITTING DOWN HERE BY THE CAMPFIRE LIGHT, WITH THE GHOST OF TOM JOAD. 


BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN © 2005 ASCAP Music 


Loro OPEN ROAD 


His HoB0 NAME WAS OPEN ROAD WHICH ALSO WAS HIS HOME, HE SHARED THE 
LIFE OF PITH AND PLUCK, LIKE ALL GOOD MEN WHO ROAM. 


‘A. HoBo TRUE, AND SOME WHO KNEW THIS KINDLY GENTLE 'BO, RECOGNIZED HIS 
REGAL STYLE AND FINALLY TOLD HIM 89. 


AND WHEN THEY DID THE TITLE LORD WAS ADDED TO HIS NAME, HE THUS BECAME 
LORD OPEN ROAD WHICH ADDED TO HIS FAME. 


For 40 YEARS HE CROSSED THIS LAND ON FREEDOM'S OPEN TRAIL, THE LoRD's 
DOMAIN WAS YARD AND MAIN, AND THE KINSDOM OF THE RAIL. 


From EAST MOLINE TO ABILENE HE HELD HIS COURTLY SWAY, HIS LOFTY SPEECH 
AND HIGHLY WAYS ARE REMEMBERED YET TODAY. 


Now lowa Is THE HOME OF BRITT, A HUMBLE COUNTRY TOWN, WHERE HOEO'S 


GATHER ANNUALLY TO LAY THEIR BINDLES DOWN, 


‘A VEARLY HOBO FESTIVAL HAS BEEN HELD THERE 122 YEARS, AND THERE YOU'D 
Find Lord OPEN RoAD, A KNIGHT AMONG HS PEERS. 


His Hos FRIENDS WOULD CALL ON HIM FOR HIS SHARP SARDONIC WIT, AND HE 
BECAME A PILLAR AT THAT YEARLY BASH IN BRITT. 


‘AND THEN ONE YEAR HE DIDN'T SHOW AND WORD WAS PASSED ASQUT, THAT OUR 
FRIEND LORD OPEN ROAD HAD CAUGHT HIS BLACK TRAIN OUT, 


HE MET WITH DARKER FORCES IN & NORTHWEST TEXAS TOWN, WHERE THEY 
KILLED HIM FOR $3, AND LEFT HIM ON THE GROUND. 


THE COUNTY RAN THE FUNERAL FOR THIS KING WITHOUT A CROWN, AUT THERE 
WAS NO ROYAL FAMILY TO LOWER HIS COFFIN DOWN. 


His COUNTLESS FRIENDS HAD NO IDEA THAT OPEN ROAD HAD DIED, SO THEY LAID 
Hid DOWN IN THAT DUSTY TOWN, NO MOURNERS AT HIS SIDE. 


‘To THAT WINDSWEPT TEXAS GRAVEYARD INA HOLE JUST 6 X 3, THEY CONMITTED 
‘OUR FRIEND LORD OPEN ROAD TO SPEND ETERNITY. 


No ONE'ROUND THERE KNEW HIM, AND NO ONE REALLY CARED, THE PAPER SAID A 
“TRANSIENT WAS KILLED, NO SYMPATHY WAS SHARED. 


For 10 LONG YEARS HE LAY THERE ‘TILL A GROUP OF '30'S ONE DAY, DECIDED 
‘THEY COULDN'T LEAVE THEIR FRIEND IN SUCH A WAY, 


‘THEY TALKED IT OVER, ONE AND ALL, TILL FINALLY THEY AGREED, TO BRING LORD 
OPEN Roa To BRITT TO MEET HIS FINAL NEED. 


NOW A MAN LIKE HIM WITH A WANDERING WHIM WOULD NEVER SETTLE DOWN, BUT 
HE COULDN'T SPEND EON'S ON END IN THAT LONELY TEXAS TOWN. 


He'D RIGHTLY VEARN AS HE TOSSED AND TURNED FOR OTHER SPIRIT ‘80'S, TO 


‘SHARE HIS TALES OF SHINY RAILS AND HELP THEIR LEGEND GROW. 


I's JUST NOT FAIR THAT A MAN SO RARE SHOULD SPEND ETERNITY, IN A LONELY 
‘STRAND OF TEXAS SAND AND NEVER AGAIN BE FREE. 


‘$0480 NAMED TODD, AND A FAN NAMED ROD BECAME THE DELEGATES, TO SEE 
‘THAT HE GOT HOME TO BRITT, A BURIAL WITH HIS MATE'S. 


‘So THE'BO'S KICKED IN WHAT THEY COULD SPARE ANO FINALLY RAISED THE JACK, 
‘TILL AT LAST, ON HAND, THEY HAD A GRAND, THEY'D GET THEIR COMRADE BACK. 


‘THEN AD MAN Topp AND RAILFAN ROD BEGAN THEIR ODESSEY, BY DEALING WITH 
“THE CORONER, AND THE STATE BEAURACRACY. 


IN TIME THEY GAINED PERMISSION TO OBTAIN THOSE HONORED BONES, AND 
REDUCED THEM DOWN TO ASHES FOR THE SOMBER TRAIN RIDE HOME. 


His ESCORTS CAUGHT AN EASTBOUND FREIGHT SHORTLY AFTER DAWN, ACROSS 
‘THE PLAINS WITH THE LORD'S REMAINS THEY FINALLY PRESSED ON, 


His HoBo FRIENDS WERE WAITING AT THE CEMETERY THERE, WHERE ALL THE BEST 
OF THE HOB0'S REST AMID PERPETUAL CARE, 


BUT THE PARCEL oF THE LORD'S ASHES THEY CAREFULLY THEN SPLIT, INTO 
SEPARATE PARCELS, ONLY 1 WOULD GO TO BRITT. 


‘THE OTHER SACK OF ASHES THEY DECIDED TO EXPEND, IN VARIOUS POINTS ALONG. 
“THEIR ROLITE IN HONOR TO THEIR FRIEND, 


‘So THEY SPRINKLED PARTS OF OPEN ROAD ALL UP AND DOWN THE MAIN, TO 
ENSURE HIS SPIRITS SACRED RIGHT TO ALWAYS RIDE A TRAIN. 


IN JUNGLES, CARS, AND SKIDROW BARS ALONG THE RIGHT OF WAY, THEY SPREAD 
‘THEIR FRIEND SO IN THE END HE'S RIDING YET TODAY. 


WHEREVER SP ENGINES ROLL AND SING THEIR DIESEL SONG, THE MEMORY OF 


Loro OPEN ROAD JUST MIGHT RIDE ALONG. 


He MIGHT BE ON A TRAILER TRAIN BENEATH THE KANSAS SKY, OR HE MIGHT BE 
FOUND ON A MIDNIGHT'ROUND OF THE BLUESTREAK MERCHANDISE. 


TODAY HE'S IN THE K.C. YARD, TONIGHT HE'S ON THE FLY, THEN BY DAWN HE'LL. 
RUMBLE ON AS THE STATIONS PASS ON BY. 


HE MIGHT BE PASSING LORDSBURG, OR WILCOX IF YOU WILL, OR HE MIGHT RETIRE 
TO A JUNGLE FIRE TO SHARE THE HOBO THRILL. 


‘AND THEY ALSO BURIED THE REST OF HIM IN THAT FRIENDLY IOWA TOWN, ALONG 
WITH HONORS FIT FOR KINGS WITH 'B0'S ALL GATHERED 'ROUND. 


THEY EVLOGZED HIS MEMORY WITH PRAISE, AND HOBO LORE, AND GENTLY PLACED 
HIM DOWN BESIDE HIS FRIENDS WHO'D GONE BEFORE. 


IN THAT LITTLE HOBO GRAVEYARD AMID THE GRANITE STONES, LIES WHAT'S LEFT 
OF OPEN ROAD, AND HE'LL NEVER BE ALONE. 


HE'LL ALWAYS HEAR THE WHISTLE IN HIS PLACE BENEATH THE SKY, OF THE 
MORNING SOO LINE LOCAL AS SHE SLOWLY CREEPS ON BY. 


AND HE'S FINALLY GOT AN ADDRESS NOW THAT WE CAN ALL KNOW, HE'S EITHER 
“THERE OR ANYWHERE KE DECIDES TO GO. 


AnD HERE'S TO ALL THE Hono's WHO RALLIED TO THE CALL, TO HELP RETRIEVE 
“THEIR FALLEN FRIEND, THEY'RE A CREDIT TO US ALL. 


‘AND THE STORY WILL BE SHARED FOR YEARS BY ALL GOOD MEN WHO ROAM, THE 
LEGEND OF LORD OPEN ROAD AND HOW THEY BROUGHT HIM HOME. 


Ep C, (Buzz) Porter © 1995 BLUE WATER PUBLISHING 


‘THe Hoso OF CHELAN 


‘THEY'D STOWED THE HOOKS AND LADDERS, THEIR BOXES, BAGS, AND CRATES, 
THEY'D WAREHOUSED ALL THE APPLES AND THEY'D CLOSED THE ORCHARD GATES. 


ALL UP AND DOWN THE VALLEY FROM WENATCHEE To CHELAN, AND ALL THE WAY 
TO OROVILLE THEY'D DONE IT ONCE AGAIN. 


‘THE ANNUAL APPLE HARVEST WAS OVER, AND FINALLY PUTO BED, AND THE MEN 
WHO PICKED THOSE APPLES WERE FACING THINGS AHEAD. 


FOR NOW THE WORK WAS OVER AND THE HAUL WAS IN THE WIND, AND SOON THAT 
‘SEA OF RIDERS WOULD HIT THE ROAD AGAIN. 


THEV'D COME TO CENTRAL WASHINGTON To PICK THE APPLES THERE, THEY'D 
TRAVELED IN BY RAILROAD, BUT NONE HAD PAID A FARE. 


‘THEY WERE MEN OF VARIED BACKGROUNDS, AND BY WHATEVER QUIRK OF FATE, 
“THEY WERE WORKERS KNOWN AS HOBO'S AND THEY'D COME ON INBOUND 
FREIGHTS. 


‘THEY WERE HERE LIKE CLOCKWORK AS AUTUMN ROLLED AROUND, THEY'D. 
CONGREGATE IN JUNGLES ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWNS. 


‘THE TRANSIENT CAMPS OF ONAN, OKENOGAN, AND CHELAN, HELD A THOUSAND 
MIGRANT WORKERS, HOBO'S TO A MAN. 

‘THEY'D COME FROM FAR OFF PLACES TO PICK THE APPLES THERE, AND MOST HAD 
COME BY FREIGHT TRAIN FROM ONLY GoD KNOWS WHERE. 


‘THEY'D JUNGLED UP BY RAILYARDS, CAMPED UP AMONG THE WEEDS, TILL THE 
ORCHARD OWNERS SENT OUT TRUCKS TO FILL THEIR LABOR NEEDS. 


‘THEY'D HIRED THESE MIGRANT WORKERS TO BRING THE HARVEST IN, TO PICK THE 
RED-GOLD TREASURE To FILL THE HARVEST BINS, 


NoW FLUSH WITH FINAL PAY CHECKS THEY FILTERED INTO TOWN, TO KICK THEIR 
HEELS AND REST A BIT, AND LAY THEIR MONEY DOWN. 

‘THEY'D SPEND SOME NIGHTS IN THE NEON LIGHTS, OR GIN MILLS WITH THEIR 
FRIENDS, AND WHEN THE CASH RAN LOW THEY'D UP AND GO, AND HIT THE TRAINS 
AGAIN. 

‘THEY'D BE HEADING OFF FOR OTHER JOBS, AND PLACES FAR AWAY, THEY'D LIKELY 
GO WHERE THERE IS NO SNOW, WHERE A MAN COULD EARN SOME PAY. 

‘SOME WOULD TAKE TO ANY TRAIL, OR JUST TAKE OFF TO ROAM, AND SOME LIKE 
ME, THOUGH YOUNG AND FREE, WOULD TURN OUR HEAD'S TO HOME, 


‘SO ON A FROSTY DAWN ONE CRYSTAL MORN WE GATHERED ON THE BANK, OF THE 
(OLD WENATCHEE RIVER BY AN OLD WATER TANK, 


‘30 MEN WITH BEDROLL'S STOOD BESIDE THE MAIN, SHARING STORIES OF THE ROAD 
AND WAITING FORA TRAIN. 


‘AS | WALKED AMONG THESE MANY MEN | OVERHEARD THEIR TALES, THEY SPOKE 
OF JOBS, THEY SPOKE OF HOME, AND THEY SPOKE OF COUNTY JAILS. 


THESE CRAZY, DIRTY HOBO'S WITH THEIR DIRTY BEARDED FACES, WRINKLED BY A. 
‘THOUSAND SUNS, AND SCARRED BY HOSTILE PLACES. 


| HEAD THEM SPEAK OF FAULTED LIVES, AND HOPES OF FUTURE GAIN, BUT WHEN 
THEY SPOKE IN REVERENCE, THEY SPOKE ABOUT THE TRAINS. 


‘THEY'D TELL 'SOUT FAVORITE LIVES THEY'D LEAD, AND LIVE ACROSS THE LAND, 
‘THEY'D TALK OF SCENES, OF VALLEYS GREEN, ANO BARREN DESERT SANDS. 


‘THEY'D SPEAK OF MIGHTY ENGINES SCREAMING THROUGH THE NIGHT, OF 
MOURNFUL WILD CAT WHISTLES, AND STREAMING NORTHERN LIGHTS. 


‘THEY'D TELL OF FRIENDLY TRAIN-MEN WHO'D HELP A FELLOW 'BO, TO FIND THE 
MORNING OUTBOUND WHEN (T WAS TIME TO GO. 


'> CHANCED UPON A GROUP OF MEN WHO WERE LISTENING TO A MAN, WHO'D JUST 
‘COME OFF A S WEEK STINT AT AN ORCHARD AT CHELAN. 


HE SEEMED 70 BEA LEADER, HIS VOICE WAS CRISP AND CLEAR, | MOVED A LITTLE 
CLOSER 80 | COULD BETTER HEAR, 


This OLDER FELLOWS COMMENTS HE DIRECTED TO THE FEW, THEY ALSO GATHERED 
"ROUND HIM TO HEAR HIS SENIOR VIEW. 


OF WHY THE TRAINS ATTRACTED HIM, AND WHY HE CHOSE TO RIDE, AND THE 
‘SNIPPETS OF HIS ANSWERS STILL WITH ME ABIDE. 


"| SUESS THAT | MUST SATISFY A NEED THAT | MUST FILL, TO EXERCISE MY 
FREEDOM, AND ACCOMMODATE MY WILL. 

“IVE NEVER FIT THE STANDARD MOLD THAT SHAPES THE BULK OF MEN, THE DRUM | 
LISTEN TO TELL'S ME HOW, AND | DECIDE JUST WHEN. 


IVE LEARNED THE LESSON EARLY ON THAT EVERY MAN MUST CHOOSE, THE PATH 
IN LIFE THAT SUIT'S US BEST, WE FOLLOW IT OR LOOSE. 


AND SOIT WAS AT 17 | LEFT THE EASTERN SHORE, IN A DAY ALONE, ON A JUNK 
‘TRAIN | ARRIVED IN BALTIMORE. 


‘THEN NORTH BY WEST ON THE PENNSY LINE, AND WEST BY THE C&O, THEN THE 
Erie LACKAWANNA, THE ROUTE OF THE PHGEBE SNOW. 


NEAR THE STOCKYARDS IN CHICAGO IN THE EARLY MORNING DEW, | CAUGHT THE 
WESTBOUND EXTRA ON THE CN&W. 


BY THE LAKES OF MINNESOTA, WHERE THE CRYSTAL RIVERS WIND, AND THEN AT 
LAST, WITH FAREWELL FAST, WE LEFT THE EAST BEHIND. 


‘THE WEST NOW LAY BEFORE ME AS | BREATHED THE PRAIRIE AIR, AND THE SENSE 
OF UNBOUND FREEDOM OVERWHELMED ME THERE. 


‘AND I FELT MVSELF MATURING, BEING OLDER THAN MY YEARS, WITH A SENSE OF 
INDEPENDENCE OVERCOMING YOUTHFUL FEARS, 


'b TRAVELED NEAR 2000 MILES IN JUST A WEEK OR SO, AND THE PRIDE | KNEW AS. 
| HIGHBALLED THROUGH No ONE COULD EVER KNOW. 


‘THE SIGHTS OF HALF A NATION AS | LEFT THE EASTERN SHORE, AWOKE A VOICE 
WITHIN ME THAT DEMANDED TO SCE MORE. 


BUT YOU ASK ME WHY | RIDE THE TRAINS AND I'LL TRY TO ANSWER YOU, PARDON 
MY DIGRESSING AS OLDER MEN ARE WANT TO DO. 


You SEE LIFE IS NEVER STATIC, IT'S ALWAYS MOVING BY, WITH EVENTS FOREVER 
CHANGING, WE EVOLVED WITH IT OR DIE. 


(OUR LIFETIME IS A JOURNEY WITH EVENTS ALONG THE WAY, A GIANT UNIVERSITY 
WE ATTEND TO ALL OUR DAYS. 


AMOVING PANORAMA, UNFOLDING AS WWE GROW, AND ALL THAT WE OBSERVE IN 
LIFE 1S ALL WE'LL EVER KNOW. 


‘AND THE RESTLESS, RATTLING FREIGHT TRAINS HOLD A JOURNEY ALL THEIR OWN, 
ALWAYS RUMBLING ACROSS THE NATION ‘TILL SOMEONE SAILS IT HOME. 


AND THE EVER CHANGING SCENERY THAT GROWS ALONG THE MAIN, ISA CRYSTAL 
CLEAR REFLECTION OF OUR LIFETIME IN EACH TRAIN. 


‘SO | FELT A SENSE OF KINSHIP WITH THE FREIGHT TRAINS THAT I KNEW, SINCE WE 
[BOTH SHARED COMMON JOURNEYS, AND A COMMON POINT OF VIEW. 


Now iF You PUT THESE POINTS OF LOGIC, YOU'LL SURELY COMPREHEND, IF YOU'RE 
GONNA’ MAKE A JOURNEY WHY NOT MAKE IT WITH A FRIEND? 


An | CAN'T BEGIN TO TELL YOU ALL THE THINGS MY TRAINS AND ME, HAVE 
WITNESSED IN THE 38 YEARS SINCE | BECAME TO BE. 


A STUDENT OF THE OPEN ROAD, A LEARNER IN THIS LAND, FROM THE MANITOBA 
BORDER TO THE MUDDY RIO GRANDE. 


IVE RUN THE TRAL OF THE FRISCO Mail. WHERE THE FEATHER RIVER FLOWS, 
WHERE THE SUNBEAMS GLANCE, AND THE DIAMONDS DANCE ON THE HIGH SIERRA'S 
snow. 

IVE SEE THE SIGHTS OF THE NORTHERN LIGHTS IN THE HiGH MONTANA SKIES, 
‘AND THE GRAND OLD ROCKIES THAT WOULD MAKE A GROWN MAN CRY. 


IVE FELT THE BITE OF A CUTBANK NIGHT, AND THE SEAR OF A YUMA SUN, AND I'VE 
‘SMELLED THE HAY AT THE END OF DAY ON THE OLD ASTORIA RUN. 


I'VE ROAMED THIS WHOLE LAND OVER, SEEN HER BEAUTY, SEEN HER JAILS, IF IT'S 
(CREED | NEED I'VE ONE BELIEF, | REALLY LOVE THESE RAILS. 


BUT | NEVER RIDE IN THE EAST THESE DAYS WHERE THE DIESEL REIGNS SUPREME, 
FOR ALL THEIR PAINT AND POLISH, | ONLY RIDE THE STEAM. 


| LOVE THE SOUND OF THEIR WHISTLES, AND THE SMELL OF BURNING COAL, THE 
HISSING STEAM, AND THE HEADLIGHTS GLEAM, AND THE THUNDER AS THEY GO. 


BUT THE STEAMERS STAR IS FADING FAST, THERE'S FEWER EVERY YEAR, THEY'RE 
CUTTING UP THOSE LADIES IN SCRAP YARDS FAR AND NEAR. 


REPLACING THEM WITH DIESELS, IT'S PROGRESS SO THEY SAY, BUT WHEN THE LAST 
ONE GOES THIS OLD 'BO WILL PUT HIS PACK AWAY. 


Y'KNOW IN RECENT YEARS I'VE COME TD KNOW AN OFTEN RECURRING DREAM, OF 
(MY FINAL RIDE TO THE OTHER SIDE BEHIND & HEARSE OF STEAM, 


| SEE HER SHINNING PISTON RODS, HER PLUME AS WHITE AS SNOW, I HEAR THE 
CLICK OF THE SHUTTLE VALVES AS UP THE GRADE WE 60. 


HER HEADLIGHT PIERCES TO THE STARS, THE GUAGES ALL READ HIGH, ON MY FINAL 
EXTRA TO THAT JUNGLE IN THE SKY. 


‘AND THE BALEFUL MOANING WHISTLE BRINGS A FINAL URGING THRILL, AS THE 
SLACK COMES OUT, AND THE KNUCKLES CLOSE AS WE TOP QUT HEAVEN'S HILL. 


‘THE TRIP IS ALMOST OVER NOW, WE'VE MADE THE FINAL CLIMB, THE SIGNALS ALL 
READ GREEN TO GO, WE'LL MAKE IT HOME ON TIME. 


‘THE FIRE LIGHT PLAYS ON THE FACE OF OUR COSMIC ENGINEER, THEY'VE TOPPED 
“THE TANK AND THE FIRE'S BANKED, AND IT'S ALL DOWNHILL FROM HERE." 


BUT OUR REVERIE WAS ENDED WITH AN ALL FAMILIAR SOUND, OF AN EASTBOUND 
MORNING FREIGHT TRAIN AS SHE THUNDERED INTO TOWN, 


‘SHE WAS HOT AND STEPPING HANDSOME AS SHE THUNDERED INTO VIEW, BUT SHE 
WAS STILL A FEW MILES OUT AND ALL THE HOBO'S KNEW. 


‘THAT SHE'D BE SLOWING TO A CRAWL AS SHE THUNDERED UP THE GRADE, FOR WE 
WERE ALL WAITING AS WE STOOD THERE IN THE SHADE. 


WE'D MAKE OUR MOVE WHEN AN EMPTY SHOWED, AND WE'D TAKE HER ON THE FLY, 
WE SHARED 4 QUIET ANXIETY AS THE ENGINE SHUFFLED ON BY. 

‘THEN UP AND ON THE PASSING CAR, AND THEN WE'D PASS THE TEST, WE ALL 
WAVED BACK TO THE REMAINING '20'S AS THEY'D BE HEADING WEST. 


We PICKED UP STEAM AS WE CLEARED THE GRADE AND FACED THE FURTHER HILL, 
‘THE WHISTLE WARNED AT THE CROSSING GRADES, AND IT BLEW SHARP AND SHRILL, 


‘THE WHITE FLAGS FLEW FROM THE ENGINES MOUNT, AND ALL THE HOBO'S KNEW, 
THAT WE HAD CAUGHT A THROUGH EXPRESS, THE GREAT NORTHERN 402. 


“SHE'LL BLAST RIGHT THROUGH" ONE HOBO SAID "I'VE BEEN ON THIS RUN BEFORE, 
EVEN THE ZEPHYRS TAKE THE SIDING WHEN THEY HEAR THIS LION ROAR. 


‘SHE'LL HAVE 50 CARS OF APPLES, AND 11 CARS OF WHEAT, IF YOU'RE REALLY IN A 
HORRY THIS RIDE WILL BE A TREAT." 


‘AS | SETTLED DOWN FOR THE LONG RIDE HOME, AND WATCHED THE PASSING WEST, 
MY THOUGHTS RETURNED TO THINGS I'D LEARNED AS & FAVORED RAILROADS 
Guest. 


I THOUGHT OF THINGS THAT WERE OFFERED ME IN SCENES THROUGHOUT THIS 
LAND, AND I THOUGHT OF THE MEN THAT LIVED THIS LIFE, AND I TRIED TO 
UNDERSTAND, 


JUST WHAT IT IS IN THE HEARTS OF MEN THAT LURES US TO THE TRAINS, FOR 
‘SPITE AND SPITE IN A SUFFERED LIFE WE'LL DO IT ALL AGAIN. 


AND I'VE NEVER FULLY FIGURED OUT JUST WHY I LOVE THE RAILS, AND WHY I'LL 
NEVER END NY SEARCH FOR LIFE'S EXCITING TRAILS, 


I'VE POSED THE QUESTION NUMEROUS TIMES TO FRIENDS, AND FELLOW MAN, BUT 
“THE ANSWER BEST WAS TOLD OUT WesT BY THE Hopo OF CHELAN. 


-Ep C. (Buzz) Porter: © BLUEWATER PUBLISHING 1993 (USED BY PERMISSION) 


THE LONELY DeADHEAD Boxcar Way Out THERE 


‘THERE'S A LONESOME WHISTLE CALLING LIKE A MAGPIE TO THE MCQN, AS THE 
‘SUNSET FINDS ANOTHER PLACE TO PLAY. 


AND THE COYOTES CROON LIKE ROUGHNECK'S IN A HONKEYTONK SALOON, AS THE 
NIGHT FALLS, IN THE FOOTHILLS FADE AWAY. 


‘AND THE SHADOWS AND THEIR SILVER SLIPS ARE DRESSING UP TO DANCE, WITH 
“THE GHOST OF DUSK INA SLEEPY ROMANCE, 


WHILE THE TWILIGHT SINGS FOR A DIESEL DREAM {S SWEPT AWARE. ON A LONELY 
DrApHeap Boxcar Way Our THERE. 


NoW THE EMPTY WEATHERED HOUSES, AND THE OLD ABANDONED BARNS, FORM A 
WEB OF TOMBSTONE SHADOWS ON THE TRAIL. 


[AS THE NIGHT BECOMES A NECKLACE OF A DOZEN DUSTY YARNS, TO THE HUMMING 
OF THE HIGHBALL ON THE RAIL. 


AND THE LAND IS LIKE A TABLE SET WITH TUMBLEWEEDS, AND SAGE, CLAD AS A 
DRIFTERS POCKET, AND EMPTY AS A STAGE. 


WHERE THE NORTHERN LIGHTS GO STEPPING OUT LIKE A TIMEWORN FRED 
ASTAIRE, ON SOME LONELY DEADHEAD Boxcar Way OuT THERE. 


AND THE STARS ARE ALL OUT DRINKING, FOR THERE'S NOTHING ELSE TO DO, THEY 
(CRUISE WAY OUT ACROSS THE MILKY WAY. 


TILL THEY GET SO DRUNK THEY STAGGER AROUND FROM THE VIEW, TO SLUMBER 
OFF ANOTHER PRAIRIE DAY. 


‘ANID NO ONE SENS TO KNOW AT ALL EXCEPT THE ENGINEER, WHO PASSES ON A 
SIGNAL TO THE BRAKENAN IN THE REAR. 


‘THAT THE STARS WILL WORK THE NIGHT SHIFT, JUST TO DECORATE THE AIR, ON 
‘SOME LONELY DeADHEAD Boxcar Way Our THERE! 


-Ep C, (Buzz) Porten- © BLUEWATER PuBLiSHING 1993 


(Usep by Permission) 


‘The Hogo & THE Loser 


ALONG THE JAGGED BITTEROOTS THE STATELY EAGLES FLY, WHERE THEY FEED 
UPON THE BOUNTY FROM THE RIVER KOOTENAL. 


‘THAT GLEAMING GIFT FROM CANADA, SHE FLOWS THERE YET TODAY, A MIGHTY 


‘STREAM, AS SELDOM SEEN AS SHE TUMBLES ON HER WAY. 


BUT THE RIVER HOLDS A SECRET THAT THE EAGLES GRIMLY SHARE, IT'S KNOWN TO. 
FEW, BUT I'LL TELL YOU, I KNOW FOR I WAS THERE. 


'M NOT SURE WHAT AWAKENED ME, IT COULD HAVE BEEN THE BELL, OF THE GREAT 
NORTHERN ENGINE ON THE LEAD AT KALISPELL. 


‘SHE WAS THERE TO TAKE ON WATER, AND SHE'D JUST COME OFF THE MAIN, THE 
FIREMAN SWUNG THE FILLER SPOUT, AND THE HOSGER PULLED THE CHAIN, 


I ROLLED MY GEAR AND SCRAMBLED OUT IN THE WAIST HIGH BALLAST WEEDS, AND 
CAUTIOUSLY APPROACHED THESE MEN WHO WATERED THAT GREAT IRON STEED, 


“WHAT TRAM IS THIS?" I LIGHTLY ASKED, "AND WHEN'S SHE HEADING 0UT?", THE 
HOGGER TURNED TO SIZE ME UP AS THE FIREMAN HELD THE SPOUT. 


“WE'RE FIRST 401 OF THE 23RD, AND WE'RE DUE QUT FAIRLY SOON, THIS TRAIN IS 
DUE IN SPOOKALOO TOMORROW AFTERNOON’, 


“SOUNDS GOOD To ME"| TOLD THE HOG, "DO YOU MIND IF | CATCH A RIDE?', "NOT 
AT ALL" THE HOGER SAID, “BUT YOU'VE GOT TO RIDE INSIDE, 


‘THERE'S AN EMPTY GRAIN BOX FURTHER BACK, AND SHE'S CARDED ALL THE WAY, 
GET IN THERE, AND STAY OUT OF SIGHT, AND WE'LL SOON BE ON OUR WAY." 


[FOUND THE GAR, AND | ROLLED ON BOARD, AND STOWED MY ROLL AND PACK, AND 
BEFORE | KNEW THE HISHBALL BLEW, AND THEY WERE TAKING OUT THE SLACK. 


‘THE DRIVERS WHEELS BLEW SPARKS, AND SQUEALS AND SLOWLY MOVED THE 
‘TRAIN, TILL WE CLEARED THE WESTERN SWITCH AND HEADED DOWN THE MAIN, 


‘THEN A LANTERN SWUNG FROM THE WAY CAR, AND INFORMED THE ENGINE CREW, 
‘THAT THE SWITCH WAS THROWN 8EHIND THEM AND THE FAREWELL WHISTLE BLEW. 


‘THE FIREMAN STOKED THE BOILERS NOW AND TURNED THE BLOWERS HIGH, THAT 


BLEW ATRAIL OF SMOKE AND STEAM THAT LIT UP THE NIGHT Sky. 


‘THE TRAIN SURGED FORWARD HEADING WEST, AND THE CAR BEGAN TO SWAY, HER 
PISTONS PLUNGED, AND HER DRIVERS LUNGED AS THE MALLET LED THE WAY. 


BUT I LAY LOW AS THE HOGER SAID TILL WE LEFT THE LIGHTS OF TOWN, THEN I 
\VENTURED FORTH IN THAT WOODEN CAR TO HAVE A LOOK AROUND. 


‘THE CAR WAS STREWNED WITH DUNNASE, AS THE CAR'S LAST LOAD WAS WHEAT, 
AND THE RAMBLING GRAIN, LIKE GOLDEN BEADS, ROLLED BENEATH MY FEET. 


L SPOTTED THEN A HAZY SHAPE THAT LAY AGAINST THE WALL, A FORNLESS LUMP 
IN|A DRUNKEN SLUMP, ‘A BUM" I THOUGHT, "THAT'S ALL." 


“TLL.LET HIM SLEEP, THAT'S WHAT HE NEEDS, AND WHEN HE COMES AROUND, ILL 
OFFER HIM SOME JUNGLE LUNCH IF HE CAN KEEP IT DOWN". 


‘ALL THROUGH THE NIGHT THE STRANGER SLEPT AS THE RATTLER ROARED ON, HE 
SLEPT RIGHT THROUGH THE WATER STOPS AND SOON IT WOULD BE DAWN. 


FROM TIME 70 TIME | CHECKED TO SEE IF THE MAN UPON THE FLOOR, WAS STILL 
ALIVE, AND BREATHING, AND HE CONFIRMED IT WITH A FITFUL SNORE. 


WE CROSSED THE ROCKIES RANGING RAILS, AND THE LAST STARS LIT THE SKY, 
AND | KNEW THE RIVER RESIDE US MUST BE THE KOOTENAL 


THAT MEANT WE'D BLAST THROUGH LIBBY SOON AND SOON MAKE TROY BY DAWN, 
WHERE OUR THIRSTY TRAIN WOULD STOP AGAIN TO TAKE MORE WATER ON. 


| WAS DRIFTING IN AND OUT OF SLEEP WHEN | AWOKE TO SEE, THE SHADOW OF A 
‘STRANGER STANDING OVER ME. 


| COULDN'T SEE HIS FEATURES IN THAT PREDAWN LIGHT SO DIM, BUT I GAVE MY 
NAME AND HOMETOWN, HOLDING MY HAND TO HIM, 


HE LIMPLY SHOOK My HAND AND MUMBLED LOW HIS NAME, THEN HE SHUFFLED 


OVER TOWARDS THE DOOR, | ROSE AND DID THE SAME. 


IN THE BETTER LIGHT IN THE OPEN DOOR, AS WE STOOD THERE SIDE BY SIDE, | SAW 
“THE FACE OF THE MAN THAT | SHARED THAT NIGHT LONG RIDE. 


‘THE BEADY EYES, THE NARROW NOSE, THE WEAK AND POINTED CHIN, HIS NERVOUS 
GLANCE REMINDED ME OF A RODENT'S WEASLEY GRIN, 


[FELT DISTASTE FOR THIS UGLY MAN, AND JUST A TWINGE OF FEAR, HE MUMBLED 
(CURSES BENEATH HIS BREATH, AND | COULD BARELY HEAR. 


“ALIFE GONE WRONG" | TOLD MYSELF, "I'D SEEN HIS KIND BEFORE, REJECTED BY 
‘THE BULK OF MEN AND HATED EVERMORE. 


AS THE VEARS ROLL BY THEY LIVE THEIR LIVES IN UNFULFILLED DURESS, THEIR 
LIVES A TRAIL OF SAD TRAVAIL, ACCEPTING LESS AND LESS. 


BUT IT's NOT THEIR FAULT THEY'LL TELL YOU, THEY'RE ONLY PAWNS OF FATE, 
‘THEY'LL BLAME EVERYBODY BUT THEMSELVES FOR THEIR FAILURE TO RELATE. 


BUT HE'S ONE OF Us," TOO MYSELF, "AND | MUST NOT JUDGE THE MAN, HE'S ON 
THE ROAD JUST LIKE ME, AND | SHOULD HELP HIM IF | CAN. 


FOR MANY ARE THE BAD HANDS DEALT WITHIN THE GAME OF LIFE, AND | CAN'T 
KNOW THE RUN OF LUCK THAT BROUGHT HIM ALL THIS STRIFE" 


I KNEW THAT BETTER MEN THAN ME HAD SUFFERED IN THESE TIVES, AND THE 
HAND THAT HELD THE CHARITY WAS OFTEN HARD TO FIND. 


‘So | OFFERED THEN TO SHARE MY GRUB, HE GRUFFLY TURNED ME DOWN, "HOW A 
"BOUT SOME WINE, | NEED SOME NOW TO CALM MY STOMACH DOWN’, 


“NOT THIS TRIP", | ANSWERED HIM, "I NEVER DRINK UNTIL, IM JUNGLED UP, AND 
HAVE A.JOB, AND CAN AFFORD TO BUY MY SWILL". 


"AOB, WHAT'S THAT? | HEARD HIM SAY, "THERE AINT NO WORK AROUND, 


UNLESS YOU WANT TO BREAK YOUR BACK AND BE TREATED LIKE A HOUND’. 


"YoU MIGHT BE RIGHT", | ANSWERED HiM, "BUT | GUESS THAT I WAS REARED, TO 
EARN MY KEEP WITH HONEST WORK", IT WAS LIKE HE NEVER HEARD. 


‘THE MAN WAS FREELY BITTER, HE WAS PROBABLY TWICE MY AGE, HE TRULY WAS A 
LOSER, CONSUMED WITH HATE AND RAGE. 


HE HAD THE DARTING EYES OF A MAN WHO LIES, AND THEY SENT A MESSAGE 
CLEAR, THAT EVIL ENVY LURKED WITHIN AS HE LOOKED UPON MY GEAR, 


“A SLEEPING BAG", HE BLURTED OUT, "I'VE ONLY GOT A ROLL, SOME MISSION 
BLANKETS TIED WITH TWINE, AND STAINED WITH GRIME AND COAL. 


AND THEY NEVER SEEM TO KEEP ME WARM, | SHIVER THROUGH THE NIGHT, BUT 
MUSCATEL SO IN A PAPER SHELL CAN BLUNT THE CHILLY NIGHT. 


‘AND THOSE LEATHER BOOTS YOU'RE WEARING, RED WINGS | WOULD GUESS, HAND 
RUBBED WITH Ol, AND WATERPROOF, NOTHING BUT THE BEST. 


YOURE LUCKY KID TO HAVE SUCH THINGS, BUT IT DON'T REALLY SEEM FAIR, I'M 
OLDER AND FAR WISER, AND I DESERVE A BETTER SHARE. 


Gov KNOWS I'VE STRUGGLED MIGHTILY, AND THE FAULT WAS NEVER MINE, BUT 
FORTUNE HAS ELUDED ME, AND MY ONLY FRIEND |S WINE. 


‘THE BOSSES ALWAYS HATED ME, AND I NEVER LIKED To WORK, THEY'D TELL MEI 
WAS LAZY, AND | WOULD ALWAYS SHIRK. 


BUT WHAT THE HELL D0 THEY KNOW, THEY LIVE OFF MEN LIKE ME, THEY TAKE OUR 
YOUTH, AND LINE THEIR NEST, THEY'VE NO RESPECT YOU SEE. 


So | DECIDED LONS AGO THAT I'M THE ONLY ONE, WHO REALLY CARES ABOUT 
MYSELF, SO ALL I'VE EVER DONE. 


Is TAKE WHAT'S MINE BY HOOK, 08 CROOK, BY THEFT, DECEIT, OR GUN, AND FAIR 


OR NOT! ALWAYS WIN, BUT THEY STILL CALL ME A BUM. 


Aub So I'M GOING To WIN TODAY, I'M JUST ABOUT TO SCORE, I'LL TAKE YOUR BAG 
‘AND THOSE FANCY BOOTS, AND YOU CAN EARN SOME MORE’. 


MY ANDIETY THEN INCREASED IN ME AS THE FIRST FAINT RAYS OF SUN, GLITTERED 
(OFF THE BARREL OF A SHINY SILVER GUN, 


HE KNEW HEHAD THE UPPER HAND, HE FIERCELY SNEERED AT ME, MY GUTS CRIED 
(OUT IN FEAR AND DOUBT HE'D KILL ME EASILY. 


My VIGOROUS YOUTH WOULD BE NO MATCH FOR THIS CRUEL PISTOLEER, BUT I 
THEN RECALLED THE SAGELY WORDS OF MV GRAY HEADED FATHER DEAR. 


IF. COWARD THINKS He's WINNING HELL SWELL WITH CHEAP SELF PRIDE, HIS 
BULLY-BOY MENTALITY WILL ALWAYS OVERRIDE. 


‘ALL COMMON SENSE AND CAUTION, AND HELL GET CARELESS SOON, HE'LL DROP 
HIS GUARD To PRAISE HIMSELF, THEY NEVER CHANGE THEIR TUNE. 


‘SO LET HIM THINK HE'S WINNING AND WATCH FOR A CARELESS SIGN, AND WHEN IT 
COMES YOU MAKE YOUR MOVE, AND YOU'LL BEAT HIM EVERY TIME. 


‘THE RODENT SAID "I'LL HAVE YOUR BAG, AND YOUR BOOTS AS WELL, THEN JUMP 
OR DIE HERE ON THE FLY, AND SAY HELLO TO HELL", 


‘THE TRAIN HAD PASSED THROUGH LIBBY, AND THE RIVER KOOTENAI, VIAS ROLLING 
RIGHT BESIDE US, IF | JUMPED I'D SURELY DIE 


‘THE BALLAST ROCK BELOW US, WITH GRANITE GRAY AND BLUE, THE TRAIN WAS 
RUNNING THROTTLE WIDE, I'D NEVER MAKE IT THROUGH. 


IN TERROR | ENGAGED MY MIND, “MY GOD WHAT CAN |D0?", THE YEGG THEN 
YELLED "GET WITH IT KID, I'M THROUGH WITH TALK To YOU". 


‘SLOWLY | UNDID MY BOOTS WHILE THE PISTOL KEPT MY EYE, THE TRAIN WAS 


MOVING FASTER NOW ALONG THE KOOTENA\. 


BY THEN HE WAS IN FULL CONTROL, HE FLASHED AN EVIL GRIN, HE WAS GLOATING 
DRUNK WITH POWER, HIS FACE A MASK OF EVIL SIN, 


IN STOCKING FEET BEFORE HIM, | HUMBLY OFFERED THIS, "CAN | JUST JUMP 
WITHOUT Your HELP, 17'S BEST FoR BOTH OF US", 


"Go AHEAD, HE JEERED, YOUVE SEEN THE LIGHT OF THE POWER THAT | HAIL, SO 
LONG CHUMP, YOU'VE LOST THIS ONE, YOU'RE ON THE CINDER TRAIL". 


| CRAWLED IN MOCK HUMILITY TOWARDS THE OPEN DOOR, THE SLEEPING BAG AND 
ROOTS I) BOUGHT WERE LEFT THERE ON THE FLOOR. 


He GLORIED IN MY SERVITUDE, SUCH 1S THE COWARDS WAY, BUT | HAD TO GET THE 
‘BEST OF HIM, | COULDNT END THIS WAY. 


I" TRIED TO SHARE MY FOOD WITH HIN, AND NOW HE'D WATCH NE DIE, BATTERED 
ON THE JAGGED ROCKS BESIDE THE KOOTENA\. 


We PASSED ST. REGIS PAPER MILL, AND SINCE | KNEW THELINE, A PLAN FOR 
RESCUE QUICKLY FLASHED ACROSS MY MIND. 


‘THE TRAIN WAS ON A DOWNHILL GRADE, THAT FIGURED IN NY PLOY, THEY'D HAVE 
‘TO SET THE TRAIN BRAKES SOON TO STOP THIS SIDE OF TROY. 


IF | COULD DRAW HIM CLOSE ENOUGH I'D AWAIT THE COUPLERS JAR, OR MAYBE I 
COULD TACKLE HIM AND PUSH FROM THE CAR. 


(OR HE JUST MIGHT LOSE His BALANCE WHEN THE COUPLERS SLACK CAME IN, 
MAYBE | COULD GET HIS GUN, THEN WE'D SEE WHO'D WIN. 


| STALLED FOR TIME WHILE KNEELING EY THE OPEN BOXCAR DOOR, THE ROGUE 
‘THEN CAME IN CLOSER, HOWLING ALL THE MORE, 


“HURRY UP AND JUMP HE SAID, IT'S TIME FOR YOU TO FLY, WHO KNOWS, YOU JUST 


MIGHT MAKE IT IF YOU LAND IN THE KOOTENAI." 


JUST THEN | HEARD THE AIR RELEASE, AND I HEARD FAR DOWN THE TRACK, THE 
DISTANT SOUND OF THUNDER AS THE HOGER TOOK IN SLACK. 


‘AND WHEN THAT THUNDER REACHED US WITH A LOUD AND ROLLING JAR, THE 
ADVANCING STRAIN OF THAT HEAVY TRAIN CAME CRASHING THROUGH THE CAR. 


I HELD ON TIGHT TO THE HEAVY DOOR TO KEEP FROM BEING FLUNG, THE RODENT 
FROZE IN STUNNED SURPRISE HOLDING NOTHING AUT HIS GUN 


THE FORCES OF THE IMPACT HAD THROWN HIM TO THE FLOOR, BUT HE SPRANG 
ERECT OFF BALANCE, BUT CLOSER TO THE DOOR. 


HE WIDENED OUT HIS FRAGILE STANCE, HIS BALANCE TO REGAIN, BUT THE HOGGER 
DUMPED MORE BALLAST, AND A THUNDER SHOOK THE TRAIN. 


| SAW THE PANIC IN HIS EYES AS HE BELLOWED LIKE A BOAR, AND THEN HE LOST 
HIS FOOTING ON THAT GRAZED AND WHEAT STREWN FLOOR. 


‘THOSE ROUNDED GOLDEN KERNELS OF DAKOTA DURHAM WHEAT, ACTED JUST LIKE 
ROLLER SKATES AS HE SLIPPED AND LOST His FEET. 


IN HORRORS HE THEN REALIZED THAT FOR HIM THE GAME WAS 'OER, AS HE 
CURSED, AND CLAWED THE EMPTY AIR, AND FLOATED OUT THE DOOR, 


I WATCHED HIM AS HE HIT THE GRADE AND BOUNZED ALONG THE ROCKS, AND OVER 
‘THE GRANITE RIP-RAP THAT'S MADE FROM 2,TON BLOCKS. 


His BODY TUMBLED VIOLENTLY, AND FINALLY SEEMED TO FLY, OFF THAT GRANITE 
JETTY INTO THE KOOTENAL. 


‘AND HIGH ABOVE THE RIVER GORGE THE MAJESTIC EAGLES SOAR, THEY SWOOP 
[AND GLIDE FOR SALMON BESIDE THE RIVER SHORE. 


BUT A SPECIAL TREAT OF FRESH RED MEAT AWAITS THEM AS THEY FLY, FOR TODAY 


‘THEY'LL DINE ON THE BATTERED PULP OF THAT BUM IN THE KOOTENAI! 


-E> C. (Buzz) PorreR: © 1993 BLUEWATER PUBLISHING 


(Use By Peniission) 


‘This POEM Ig ENTITLED THE RAGGEDY MAN WRITTEN BY INDIANA PoeT JAMES 
WHITCOMB REILLY AND TELLS THE TALE OF A HO3O WHO WOULD COME THROUGH 
‘THE EASTERN INDIANA AREA WHERE HIS FATHER HAD A FARM AND A STORE, THE 
HOBO WOULD DO ALL MANNER OF JOBS ON THE FARM, AND BASICALLY BABYSIT 
‘THE REILLY CHILDREN WHILE THEIR FATHER WAS AT WORK. THE POEM IS THE 
MEMORIES JAMES HAD OF THIS COLORFUL CHARACTER AND IS WRITTEN IN THE 
STYLE OF AN 8 YEAR OLD BOY FROM THE COUNTRY TELLING THE TALE! 


‘THE RAGGEDY MAN 


(OH THE RAGGEDY MAN, HE WORKS FoR PA, HE'S THE GOODEST MAN YOU EVER 
SAW, HE COMES TO OUR HOUSE EVERY DAY, AND WATERS THE HORSES, AND FEEDS 
"EM Hay. 


‘AND HE OPENS THE SHED AND WE ALL'EST LAUGH, WHEN HE DRIVES OUT OUR 
LITTLE ‘OL 'OK WOBBLETY CALF, 'AN NEN 'EF OUR HIRED GIRL SAYS HECAN, HE 
MILKS THE COW FER LITBETH ANN. 


AIN'T HE'A AWFUL GooD RASGEDY MAN?, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY MAN. 


Wy THE RAGGEDY MAN HE IST SO GOOD, HE SPLITS THE KINDLIN, AN CHOPS THE 
WOOD, AN NEN HE SPADES IN OUR GARDEN 700, AN DOES MOS' THINGS THAT BOYS, 
CAINT' bo. 


HE CUMBED UP IN OUR BIG ‘OL TREE, 'AN SHOOK AN APPLE DOWN FOR ME, AN' A 
‘NOTHER 'N TOO FER LIZBUTH ANN, AN' A 'NOTHER 'N TOO FER THE RAGGEDY MAN. 


AINT HE‘A AWFUL KIND RAGGEDY MAN?, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY MAN. 


‘AN! THE RAGGEDY MAN ONE TIME SAY HE, PICK ROAST RAMBOS FROM A’ ORCHARD 
‘TREE, AN' ET EM ALL IST ROAST AN! HOT, AN’ IT'S SO TOO 'CAUSE A CORN-CRIB GOT. 


‘AFFIRE ONE TIME AN' ALL BURN DOWN ON THE SMOOT FARM 'BOUT 4 MILEFRON 
‘TOWN, ON THE SMOOT FARN! YES AN’ THE HIRED 'HAN, THAT WORKED THERE TOO 
‘uz THE RAGSEDY MAN. 


AINT HE THE BEATINEST RAGGEDY MAN?, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY MAN. 


‘THE RAGGEDY MAN'S SO GOOD AN’ KIND, HE'LL BE OUR 'HORSEY AN’ HAW AN’ 
MIND, EVERYTHING 'AT YOU MAKE 'IM DO, AN' WON'T RUN OFF ‘LEST YOU WANT KIM 
To. 


| DRIVED HIM WUNST WAY DOWN OUR LANE, AN’ HE GOT 'SKEERED WHEN IT 
‘MENCED TO RAIN, AN' IST REARED UP AN' SCUEALED, AN’ RUN PURT NISH ANAY, 
AN’ IST ALL IN FUN, 


NEN HE SKEERED AGIN AT AN ‘OL TIN CAN, WHOA YA' OL RUN AWAY RAGGEDY 
Man, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY MAN. 


AN THE RAGSEDY MAN KNOWS MOST RHYMES, AN' TELLS 'EM TCO EFI BE'GOOD 
‘SOMETIMES, KNOWS 'BOUT GIUNTS, AN’ GRIFFUNS, AN’ ELVES, AN’ 
‘SQUIDGICUM-SQEES THAT SWALLERS THEMSELVES. 


AN WITE BY THE PUMP IN QUR PASTURE LOT HE SHOWED ME A HOLE 'AT THE 
Wonks 'is GOT, ‘AT LIVES WAY DEEP DOWN IN THE GROUND AN' CAN TURN INTO 
ME, OR LIZBUTH ANN, OR Ma, OR PA, oR THE RAGGEDY MAN. 


AINT HE A FUNNY RAGGEDY MAN?, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY MAN, 


AN WUNST WHEN THE RAGGEDY MAN COME LATE AN! Pics 'IST ROOT THRU THE 
GARDEN GATE, HE ‘TEND LIKE THE PIGS 'UZ BEARS AN’ SAID 'OL BEAR SHOOTER'LL 
‘SHOOT 'EM DEAD. 


‘AN RACE, AN’ CHASE 'EM, AN’ THEY "IST RUN WHEN HEPINT HIS HOE AT ‘EM LIKE 
17'S A GUN, AN’ GO BANG BANG, NEN TEND HE STAN AN’ LOAD UP HIS GUN AGIN, ‘OL 
RAGGEDY MAN. 


He's AN ‘OL BEAR SHOOTER RAGGEDY MAN, RAGSEDY, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY MAW. 


‘An! SOMETIMES THE RAGGEDY MAN LET'S ON LIKE WERE LITTLE PRINCE-CHILDREN 
AN’ THE'OL KINGS GONE, To GET MORE MONEY, AN! 'LEF US THERE, AN’ ROBBERS 
‘isT THICK EVERYWHERE. 


‘AN’ 'NEN IF WE WON'T CRY FER SURE THE RAGGEDY MAN WILL COME AN’ 'SPLORE 
THE CASTLEHALLS, AN’ STEAL THE GOLD, AN’ STEAL US TOO, AN' GRAB AN’ HOLD, 
AN’ PACK US OFF TO HIS ‘OL CAVE, AN', 


HAYMOW'S THE CAVE ‘0 THE RAGSEDY MAN, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY, RAGGEDY MAN. 


‘THE RAGGEDY MAN ONE TIME WHEN HE WUZ MAKING’ A BOW-N-ORRY FER ME, 
SAYS "WHEN YER BIG LIKE YER PA'IS, AIR YOU GO' TO KEEP 4 STORE LIKE HIS. 


‘AN BE A RICH MERCHUNT AN’ WEAR FINE CLOTHES?, ‘ER WHAT AIR YO GO TO BE, 
Goonness KNOWS, AN NEN HE LAUGHED WITH LIZBETH ANN WHEN I SAID 


GONNA’ BE A NICE RaGceDy MAN, Racceny, RacceDy, Raccepy MAN." 


-JaMes WHITCOMB REILLY- © UNIVERSITY PRESS, INDIANAPOLIS INDIANA, 1923. 


(Useo sy Permission) 


ONCE AGAIN WHILE NoT A Hono POEM THis SonG RY STEVE EARLE STILL 
EXEMPLIFIES THE MINDSET GF HO80'S, AS WELL AS HONORS THE LIFE IN THE WIND! 


THE Low HisHway 
‘TRAVELING NOW, ON THE LOW HIGHWAY, 3000 NILES TO THE ‘Frisco Bay, cross 


‘THE RIVERS WILD, AND THE LONESOME PLAINS, UP THE COAST AND DOWN, AND 
BACK AGAIN. 


‘SAW ENPTY HOUSES ON A DEAD END STREET, PEOPLE LINNING UP FOR SOMETHING 
TO EAT, AND THE GHOST OF AMERICA WATCHING ME THROUGH THE BROKEN 
WINDOVIS OF THE FACTORIES, 


PICKING BONES OF A BETTER DAY AS | ROLL DOWN THE Low HIGHWAY. 


TRAVELING NOW ON THE LoW HIGHWAY, BY THE YELLOW MOON AND THE LIGHT OF 
DAY, FROM THE SNOW WHITE CROWN OF THE MOUNTAIN TALL, TO THE VALLEYS 
DOWN WHERE THE SHADOWS FALL. 


MET A MAN WITHA RIFLE IN HIS HAND, BEEN AWAY TO BATTLE IN A DISTANT LAND, 
TAUGHT HIM TO HATE, TAUGHT HIM TO KILL, NOW HE'S OUT ON THE ROAD WITH A 
HOLE TO FILL, 


NOBODY KNOWS THE PRICE HE PAID, SO HE TAKES HIS TOLLON THE Low 
Hishway, 


TRAVELING NOW ON THE Low HIGHWAY, WINDOWS DOWN LISTENING, WHEELS 
‘TURNING ROUND ON THE STEEL RAILS SAYING EVERY SOUND IS A PROPHECY. 


HEARD AN OLD MAN GRUMBLE AND A YOUNG GIRL CRY, BRICK WALL CRUMBLE AND 
‘THE WHITE DOVE FLY, AND A CRY FOR JUSTICE AND A CALL FOR PEACE, FORCE OF 
REASON IN THE ROAR OF THE BEAST, 


AND EVERY MILE {S.A PRAYER | PRAYED AS I ROLL DOWN THE Low HIGHWAY. 


‘STEVE EARLE © 2017 ASCAP Music (USED BY PERMISSION) 


PLACES FAR 


‘AS THE DROVER RUNS THE CATTLE TRAIL, AND THE SAILOR FOLLOWS BILLOWED 


SAIL, SO THE HOBO TANES THE IRON RAIL, AND LONGS OF PLACES FAR. 


‘THE OPEN ROAD BECONES HIS HOME, HE CAN'T SUBDUE THE URGE TO ROAN, THE 
HEADLIGHT AND THE WHISTLE'S MOAN BECOMES HIS GUIDING STAR. 


HE WORKS AND WANDERS, ALSO LEARNS, AND IN HIS HEART HE ALWAYS YEARNS, 
TO SEE BEYOND THE RIVERS TURNS, THE VIEW FROM ROLLING CARS. 


‘THE YEARS WILL TRY TO DIM HIS GAZE, AS HE PASSES THROUGH THE AGING PHASE, 
[BUT STILL ON HAZY AUTUMN DAYS HIS MIND WILL TRAVEL FAR. 


HE'LL HEAR AGAIN THE WHISTLES SCREAM, HE'LL LINGER AMID THE CLOUDS OF 
‘STEAM, IF ONLY IN HIS LANGUID DREAMS HELL CATCH THE PASSING CAR. 


HE'LL SMELL AGAIN THE HEATED BRAKES, HELL KNOW THE ROAD A HOBO TAKES, 
HELL HEAR THE SOUND THE FLANGES MAKE, HE'LL FEEL THE COUPLERS JAR, 


UNEASY AS THE YEARS ROLL BY, HIS DREAMS AND MEMORY MAGNIFY, AS HE 
CONTENPLATES THE REASONS WHY, HE SHOULDN'T CHASE HIS STAR. 

AND FINALLY ON A SUNMER'S DAY, HE ROLLS HIS PACK AND STEALS AWAY, HIS 
DREAMS HELL REALIZE TODAY, ABOARD A WESTBOUND CAR. 


THIS TIME NO DREAM, THE RIDE IS REAL, AGAIN HE FLIES ON WINGS OF STEEL, HIS 
YOUTH RETURNS WITH HEADY ZEAL, HE SEES THOSE PLACES FAR. 


‘THE FREEDOM FELT AS ON HE FLIES, BETWEEN THE PLAINS AND AZURE SKIES, IT 
‘TELLS HIM THERE'S NO COMPROMISE, HE'S NOT STRAYED VERY FAR. 


HE'S STILL A RAMBLER ON THE GO, HE SHARES THE CURSE OF EVERY ‘EO, EACH 
TIME HE HEARS THE WHISTLE BLOW, AND LONGS FOR PLACES FAR. 


-Eo C. (Buzz) Porrer- © 1993 BLuewarer PuatsHinG (USED By PERMISSION) 


‘THE HIDDEN HoBo SIDE 


‘THE WARNING LIGHT WAS BLINKING AND THE TRAFFIC ARM WAS DOWN, A TRAIN 
WAS SLOWLY PASSING THROUGH A CROSSING IN OUR TOWN. 


‘AS AUTUMN TRAFFIC WAITED FORTHE TRAIN TO PASS ON BY, THE HO30 DEEP 
WITHIN ME AIWAKENED WITH A SIGH. 


HE HEARD THE BOXCAR'S CREAKING, HEARD THE MOURNFUL WHISTLE BLOW, HE 
HEARD THAT CALL OF FREEDOM THAT ALL GOD HOBO'S KNOW. 


‘AND NOW THAT HE WAS STIRRING | KNOW THAT HE WOULD THEN ASK ME WHEN 
WE'D CATCH AN OUTBOUND FREIGHT SO WE COULD HO80 ONCE AGAIN. 


HE BEEN SLEEPING THERE WITHIN ME SINCE I'D LEFT THE HoB0 LIFE, AND 
DIRECTED ALL MY EFFORTS TOWARD CAREER, A HOME, AND WiFE| 


‘AND THROUGH THE YEARS I'D STRUGGLED AS THE EMPIRE SLOWLY BUILT, 
PURSUING DREAMS, AND BUSINESS SCHEMES WHILE MORTGAGED TO THE HILT. 


FROM TIME 70 TIME THE ROAD WAS ROUGH AND 'D DOUBT MY WILL TO STAND, MY 
FATTH THEN WANED AS | STRUGGLED IN VAIN TO MEET LIFE'S STERN DEMAND. 


(OF SUCCESS BEFORE AGE 40, A GOAL THAT DROVE ME ON, SO | COULD REST AND 
ENJOY THE BEST BEFORE MY YOUTH WAS GONE. 


‘AND SOMETIMES IN THOSE GRAYEST DAYS BEFORE MY RACE WAS WON, I'D SEARCH 
FOR GUIDANCE DEEP WITHIN FOR STRENGTH TO CARRY ON. 


VD GENTLY WAKE THE HOBO RIGHTLY SLEEPING IN MY MIND, AND HUMBLY SEEK HIS. 


COUNSEL, HOPING THERE TO FIND. 


[AN ANSWER TO MY PROBLEN|, A COURSE THAT I COULD STEER, TO BRING ME BACK 
TO THE WINNERS TRACK WITH A PROFIT FOR THE YEAR, 


‘AND THE HOBO NEVER LET ME DOWN, HE NEVER LIED TO ME, SOMETIMES HE'D 


‘SCOLD, SOMETIMES HE'D PUSH, BUT HE ALWAYS MADE ME SEE. 


JUST WHAT | HAD TO 00 IN LIFE TO PROSPER AND SUCCEED, TO MAKE THE SEST 
WITH SKILLS POSSESSED, TO FULFILL EVERY NEED. 


AND ONE SUCH DAY | AWAKENED HIM TO SEEK HIS SAGELY VIEW, | HEARD HIM 
‘STATE "THAT DEAL CAN WAIT | NEED TO TALK WITH YOu." 


“THERE'S SOMETHING THAT'S BEEN BOTHERING ME FOR 30 YEARS OR SO, AND 
SINGE I'M PART OF YOUR INNER HEART YOU HAVE A RIGHT TO KNOW." 


“NOW THROUGH THE YEARS I'VE COUNSELED YOU AND HELPED YOU REACH YOUR 
GOAL, I'VE ALWAYS BEEN THE VOICE OF TRUTH, THE HORO IN YOUR SOUL.” 


“IVE STOOD aY YOU THROUGH THICK AND THIN, AND WHEN THE DICE WERE 
“THROWN, YOU ALVIAYS KNEW, AS | DID TOO, WE'D MAKE IT ON OUR OWN.” 


“I TAUGHT YOU SELF RELIANCE, AND GAVE YOUR INNER PRIDE, | SHOWED YOU HOW 
THE HOBO WAY COULD HELP YOU WHEN APPLIED.” 


“To ALL LIFE'S SITUATIONS AS YOU STROVE TO MAKE YOUR WAY, AND GAVE A 
‘SENSE OF PRESERVATION THAT'S BROUGHT YOU HERE TODAY." 


“ANOTHER SET OF VALUES AS WE RODE THAT IRON LINE, AND | PRESERVED THOSE 
VALUES IN THE LIERARY OF YOUR MIND." 


“WHEN YOU NEEDED STRENGTH OR PASSION, FAITH OR CUNNING WAYS, I'D PROVIDE 
EXAMPLES FROM OUR EARLY HOBO DAYS. 


“TAUGHT YoU HOW To SUPPORT YOUR OWN, | TAUGHT YOU HOW To SELL, TO 
MEET ALL COMPETITION, TO RISE UP WHEN YOU FELL.” 


“| HELPED YOU BLUFF THE BANKERS WHEN THEY SHIED ABOUT THE LOAN, AND WE 
ALWAYS MET THE PAYROLL, YOU AND | ALONE.” 


“AND WE NEVER RAN FROM CHALLENGE, WE MET'EM ALL HEAD ON, WE CLIMBED 


‘THE HILL WITH IRON WILL AND DOSGEDLY PRESSED ON." 


“We BEAT THE ODDS WHEN FAILURE LOOMED AND NOW YOU WALK WITH PRIDE, 
AND I'LL MAKE THE CALL THAT YOU OWE IT ALL TO YOUR HIDDEN Hoo Sine." 


“AND | NEVER SOUGHT FOR FAVORS, | WAS NEVER IN CONTROL, | WAS MERELY THE 
ADVISOR, THE HOEO IN YOUR SOUL." 


“I SUMMONED ALL THE KNOWLEDGE | GAINED OUT ON THE ROAD, AND FREELY 
SHARED THAT WITH YOU, AND | ALSO SHARED YOUR LOAD." 


“AND YOU WERE RIGHT THAT RAINY NIGHT WHEN WE CROSSED THAT GREAT DIVIDE, 
| HEARD YOU SAY.IN A SERIOUS WAY THAT THIS WAS YOUR LAST RIDE." 


"You Ski WE HAD TO SETTLE DOWN AND QUIT OUR HORO WAYS, I DIDN'T AGREE, 
BUT YOU KNOW ME, LL DO ANYTHING THAT PAYS." 


"So | AGREED TO STAND ASIDE WHILE YOU PURSUED YOUR GOAL, I'D LITTLE CHOICE, 
I'M JUST A VOICE, THE HOBO IN YOUR SOUL.” 


“AND You'VE DONE WELL IN YOUR PURSUITS, YOU'VE EARNED YOUR DIGNITY, BUT 
FAIR IS FAIR, AND FOR WHAT I'VE DONE I DESERVE SOME EQUITY.” 


“| BELIEVE YOU HAVE A DEBT WITH ME AND THE WAY I CALCULATE, 
ENTIRE BILL IF WE COULD CATCH A FREIGHT.” 


'D CANCEL THE 


“IT WOULDN'T HAVE TO BE FOR LONG, JUST A WEEK OR 2, VoU'D FORGET YOUR 
BUSINESS CARES, AND 'D HELP YOU MAKE THE STEW." 


“WE COULD HOP AN EXTRA WEST AND HEAD OUT TO THE COAST, OR MAYBE TAKE 
“THE VALLEY ROUTE WITH THE RIVER AS OUR HOST.” 


"YOU ALWAYS LIKED THE SCENERY ON THE COLORADO RUN, OR THE SMELL OF HAY, 
AS THE BOXCARS SWAYED IN THE AUTUMN KANSAS SUN.” 


“AND IT DOESN'T REALLY MATTER, THE ROAD, THE ROUTE, THE RUN, I'M JUST 


WANTING ONE LAST RIDE BEFORE YOUR LIFE IS DONE." 


“CAUSE IF WE DON'T GO | THINK YOU KNOW THAT IT MAY BE TOO LATE, AND YOULL 
RETIRE, AND ILL EXPIRE, AND WE'LL NEVER CATCH THAT FREIGHT.” 


“NOW | ASK YOU IN ALL FAIRNESS, AFTER ALL I'VE SAID AND DONE, DON'T | 
DESERVE A LITTLE TIME, AND ONE MORE HOBO RUN?” 


“BUT | KNOW I TAUGHT YOU PATIENCE, SO TAKE SOME TIME AND WHEN, YOU'VE 
GOT THE FEEL FOR THE OFFERED DEAL, THEN WE CAN TALK AGAIN." 


‘THEN THE HOBO SLOWLY FADED SACK AND SOUGHT HIS OLD REPOSE, AND | WAS 
LEFT TO CONTEMPLATE THE PLAN HE JUST PROPOSED. 


TNUST ADMIT THAT WHAT HE SAID AT FIRST I FOUND ABSURD, BUT AS | POKDERED 
(ON THE ISSUE OF WHAT | REALLY HEARD. 


‘THE IDEA OF A HOBO TRIP BEGAN TO MAKE SOME SENSE, BUT HOW COULD | ADMIT 
‘TO THAT, | HAD NO SOUND DEFENSE. 


‘SUCCESSFUL MEN DON'T RIDE ON FREIGHTS, THEY THINK | LOST MY MIND, AND 
WHO WOULD RUN THE BUSINESS, I CAN'T LEAVE THAT BEHIND. 


LOAN JUST SEE ME AT 63 BAILING ON A TRAIN, WITH A JUNGLE SACK, AND A HOBO 
PACK HEADING WEST AGAIN. 


‘THAT SURE WAS FUN WHEN | WAS 21, BUT THAT WAS ANOTHER DAY, AND SO I 
‘TOLD MY INNER 'BO THAT SENSE DICTATES WE STAY. 


BUT HE DIDNT COTTON TO THE WORD THAT HAD SPURNED HIS VIEWS, AND HE 
ARGUED THAT | OWED HIM BECAUSE HE HAD PAID HIS OUES, 


HE REMINDED ME OF THINGS I'D SAID WHEN | WAS YOUNG AND FREE, OF HOW We'D 
RIDE FROM COAST TO COAST, AND ALL THE THINGS WED SEE. 


HE SAlD "WE NEVER RODE THE CHESAPEAKE, OR THE SEABOARD, OR THE SOO, 


AND WHAT ABOUT THE COTTON BELT?, THAT PROMISE CAME FROM YOU." 


"You SAID WE'D RIDE THE LEHIGH AND THE WABASH CANONBALL, AND YOU 
ABSOLUTELY PROMISED WE'D RIDE NEW ENGLAND IN THE FALL." 


“NOW A PROMISE MADE IS ADEBT UNPAID SO A FAMOUS POET SAID, NOW THAT 
DEBT IS DUE AND It'S UP TO YOU 70 PAY BEFORE YOU'RE DEAD.” 


“AND I'M NOT GIVING UP ON THIS, 'LL HOUND YOU ALL YOUR DAYS, AND I'LL NOT 
‘STAND DOWN ‘TILL WE LEAVE TOWN IN A PROPER Hoo Way." 


AND NOW THE YEARS ARE PASSING ANO HIS VOICE IS RINGING STILL, AND HE'LL 
NOT REST ‘TILL | ATTEST AND SURRENDER TO HIS WILL. 


I'VE KNOWN HIM LONG, THIS HOBO VOICE, He's ALWAYS HERE WITH ME, DEBATING 
WITH MY CONCIENCE, AND YEARNING TO BE FREE, 


‘AnD | CONTINUE TO RESIST HIM WITH ALL THE STRENGTH I KNOVI, AND MOST OF 
‘THE TIME | DO JUST FINE ‘TILL | HEAR A WHISTLEBLOW. 


‘THEN | CATCH MYSELF REMEMBERING THOSE DAYS OUT ON THE MAIN, THE 
FREEDOM OF THE OPEN ROAD, AND THE ROMANCE OF THE TRAIN. 


AND HE SENSES THAT HE'S WINNING, AND HE'S GOING TO HAVE HIS WAY, TILL I 
‘STAND MY GROUND, AND THE FREIGHT TRAIN SOUND CARRIES ME AWAY. 


‘THEN | GET LOST IN YESTERDAY, WHEN MY WORLD WAS YOUNG AND NEW; AND THE 
MEMORIES FLOOD, AND CHILL MY BLOOD 'TILL THAT'S ALL | WANT TO DO. 


‘THE TRAFFIC ARM IS RAISED AGAIN, AND THE TRAIN HAS PASSED ON BY, AND I'M 
STILL AT THE CROSSING WITH A LONG LOOK IN MY EYE. 


‘AND MY FRIEND, THE INNER HOBO, IS NOW FULLY WIDE AWAKE, AND | SENSE THAT 
HES GLOATING AND HE'S JUST ABOUT TO MAKE. 


ONE MORE PLEA FOR FREEDOM, HE KNOWS MY HEARTS IN PAIN, AS | STARE DOWN 


‘THE MAINLINE AT THE RUMBLING FADING TRAIN. 


‘THERE'S A LANTERN, RED AND WINKING, AND IT HANGS ON THE CABOOSE, AND IT'S 
CALLING, SOFTLY CALLING ME TO TURN MY SPIRIT LOOSE. 


HOW LONG CAN | RESIST THE CALL, | REALLY COULDN'T SAY, BUT THE INNER 
HOBO'S ARGUMENT GET'S STRONGER EVERY DAY, 


‘AND I'M NOT ONE FOR IDLE TALK, BUT | WANT THE WORLD TO KNOW, THAT IF I 
HEAR THAT WHISTLE ONE MORE TIME I JUST MIGHT UP AND Go! 


-Ep C. (Buzz) Porter: © BLUEWATER PUBLISHING 1993 (USED BY PERMISSION) 


‘SOME FOLKS MAY HARASS ME FOR INCLUDING POETRY FROM BUZZ POTTER IN THIS 
00k, BUT BEING THE WRITER, AND CORRELATOR OF THE BOOK ALLOWS ME SOME 
LEWAY IN WHAT IS GATHERED TOGETHER. THEREFORE FOR FOLKS LIKE FRANK 
KELLY (FLAT CAR FRANK) CAN G0 DEFLATE THEIR OPINIONATED EGOS, OR SIT 
SAFELY AT HOME SPOUTING THEIR FRUSTRATIONS. FOR ALL HIS FAULTS BUZZ 
POTTER STILL USED A DESCRIPTIVE LANGUAGE THAT I COULD ONLY DREAM ABOUT, 
HOPEFULLY THE READER (SOMEONE OTHER THAN FRANK KELLY) WILL ENJOY WHAT 
I'VE GATHERED HERE, AND WILL BE LOOKING FORWARD TO WHAT | COME UP WITH 
Not! 


‘Tie Texas MADMAN ~ GRAND Duke oF THE Hoso's 


THE TRIP WEST 


‘THE MORNING AIR WAS HEAVY WITH THE HINT OF APRIL RAIN, WHEN SOUNDING IN; 
‘THE DISTANCE | HEARD THE HAUNTING STRAIN, 


OF A LOCOMOTIVES WHISTLE FAINT AND FAR AWAY, IT'S MOURNFUL ECHOES AIRING 
ON A FADING DEWY DAY. 


INSTINCTIVELY I STRAINED TO HEAR, IN CASE IT BLEW AGAIN, AND WHEN IT D1D | 
SNILED INSIDE AND QUICKLY REMEMBERED WHEN, 


‘THE FREIGHT TRAIN WAS A SYMBOL ADVENTURE IN OUR LAND, AS MEN WHO'D 
ROAM WOULD LEAVE THEIR HOMES CAN ONLY UNDERSTAND. 


IN A FLASH OF RECOLLECTION OF SOME 5O YEARS OR $0, | FELT AGAIN THAT 
YOUTHFUL YEN TO GRAS A PACK AND GO, 


‘TO RIDE THE TRAIL, AND RIDE THE RAIL GOING WHO KNOWS WHERE, AS A 
RAILROADS GUEST ON A BOYISH QUEST, AND | NEVER PAID A FARE. 

BUT I NEVER RODE THE PULLMAN CAR WITH IT'S PLUSH AND WARM DECOR, | ONLY 
KNEW THE HOBO'S WAY WITH AN OPEN BOXCAR cOOR, 


‘AND RIDE | DID, THOSE MIGHTY TRAINS, WHILE BARELY IN MY TEENS, AND EVEN 
AFTER 50 YEARS I STILL RECALL THE SCENES. 


OF LIFE ABOARD A FREIGHT TRAIN AS SHE ROLLED ACROSS THE LAND, FAR FROM 
HOME AND COMFORT, AND ATHORITIES DEMANDS, 


‘THE EXPERIENCE WORTH A FORTUNE, AND | WOULDN'T CHANGE A DAY, OF THOSE 
‘THRILLING POINTS OF ADVENTURE TO A YOUTH SO FAR AWAY, 


‘THEN TIME ROLLS BACK, I'VE STOWED MY PACK, AND I'M STANDING BY THE DOOR, 
OF A SWAYING, CREAKING BOXCAR WITH A SPLINTERED WOCDEN FLOOR, 


HOME IS FAR BEHIND US NOW, AND WE'RE ON THE NORTHERN PLAINS, AROUND IT'S 
ROLLING PRAIRIE WITH IT'S WAVING SEAS OF GRAIN. 


We CROSSED THE LENGTH OF NORTH DAKOTA WITH IT'S LONG AND GRASSY PLAIN, 
WHERE THE GRASS GAVE WAY TO THE BADLANDS, WHERE THE EARTH DISPLAYED 
HER PAIN, 


WHERE THE EARTH IS SCULPTURED TORTURIOUSLY, AND NOT A THING IS GREEN, 
AND THE LAND OUT THERE SEEMS PUNISHED BY A VIOLENT FORCE UNSEEN. 


IN YOUTHFUL AWE WE CONTEMPLATE THIS LAND FROM LONG AGO, WHERE THE 
(CHEYENNE FOUGHT THE MANDAN, AND THE PRIZE WAS THE BUFFALO, 


BUT THE PRIZE WAS NOT TO BE FOR LONG, EACH LOST THEIR NOBLE BATTLE, TO 
‘THE ARMY AND THE SETTLERS WITH THEIR HERDS OF WHITE FACED CATTLE. 


ADVENTURE LOOMS AHEAD FOR US AS WESTWARD STILL WE SPEED, WE'VE MEAGER 
FOOD 08 MONEY BUT IT'S ALL WE SEEM TO NEED, 


WERE FAVORED GUESTS OF HONOR ON THIS IRON CARAVAN, LIKE MODERN MARCO 
Polo's BOUND FoR SAMARKAN, 

AHALE A MILE AHEAD OF US THE ENGINE LEADS THE WAV, TRAILING FULL A 
HUNDRED CARS THAT CREAK, AND GROAN, AND SWAY, 


SHE'S A ROCKY MOUNTAIN ENGINE, AND SHE WEIGHS 500 TONS OR MORE, AND 
HER MOANING WHISTLE TELLS THE WORLD SHE'S SEEN THIS WAY BEFORE. 


‘SHE'S A QUEEN OF BRUTAL MAJESTY, A HISSING, SWEATING BEAST, HAULING 
‘THROUGH THE HEARTLANDS AS IF FLEEING FROM THE EAST, 


‘SO WE'RE HEADED FOR SEATTLE ON THE NORTH PACIFIC COAST, WHERE THE FOS 
ROLLS IN FROM THE PUGET SOUND LIKE A QUIET MISTY GHOST. 


WHERE THE RAIN COMPETES WITH SUNSHINE, AND THE CRVSTAL RIVERS FLOW, TO 
17'S SALTY DESTINATION THAT THE SILVER SALMON KNOW, 


LATE AFTERNOON WITH THE YELLOWSTONE FLOWING WIDE AND CLEAR, RIDES 
ALONG BESIDE US AND WE CAN ALMOST HEAR, 


‘THE SOUNDS OF EARLY SETTLERS AS THEY URGED THEIR OXEN ON TO FURTHER 
OPPORTUNITY IN FAR OFF OREGON. 


‘THIS TRAIL WAS BLAZED BY WILLIS, AND TROD BY THOUSANDS MORE, AND NOW 
WE'RE FOLLOWING HISTORY'S PATH TO THE BLUE PACIFIC SHORE, 


‘OUTWARD BOUND OUR THOUGHTS REMAINED OF ALL THE THINGS WE'D SEE, OF 


WEALTH BEYOND DESCRIPTION, AND ALL OF IT WAS FREE, 


‘So FURTHER 'ROUND US SEEING IN THIS VAST UNFOLDING LAND, BORN BY 
CREATION, AND SHAPED BY OTHERS HAND, 


(OUR PASSING BUT A LIFETIME WE'RE SHARING NOW TODAY, AS | BEGAN MY 
JOURNEY TO AN OUTFIT FAR AWAY, 


EVENINGTIME IN LIVINGSTON, THE ROCKIES LAY AHEAD, WE'LL SPEND THE NIGHT 
BY CAMPFIRE DREAMING OF A BED, 


BY DAWN WERE ON ANOTHER TRAIN SLOWLY HEADING WEST, CLIMBING UP THE 
ROCKIES, HEADING FOR THE CREST. 


STEEP VALLEV'S LAY BEFORE US NOW AS OVER THE TOP WE SEND, THEY'VE PUT AN 
ENGINE ON THE REAR TO HELP OUR QUEEN DESCEND, 


‘SHE'S CHUFFING, AND SHE'S CLUNKING AS SHE STRAINS BENEATH HER LOAD, SHE'LL 
BURN 50 TONS OR COAL 'ERE WE REACH THE DOWNSIDE ROAD. 


BY NOON WERE ON THE APEX, THE HIGHEST POINT ON THE GRADE, AS WE GAZE 
DOWN ON THE VALLEY TO SEE THE PROGRESS THAT WE'VE MADE, 


‘THEN SUDDENLY WE REALIZE WE'VE NEVER BEEN SO HIGH, WE'RE CHILDREN OF THE 
Fiat LANDS, YET NOW WE'RE IN THE SKY. 


RECALL THE HAUNTED FEELING AS | GAZED AT HEAVEN'S VIEW, THE SMELL OF 
PINE AND COAL SMOKE, AND A SKY OF DIAMOND BLUE, 


‘THE TRAIN IS BARELY MOVING NOW, WE KNEW WE'RE ON THE CREST, WHEN 
GRATEFULLY OUR WHISTLE SAYS MORE MOUNTAINS TO THE WEST. 


‘THE HELPER ENGINE ON THE REAR UNCOUPLES FROM THE TRAIN, AND THE 
BRAKENAN WAVES A SIGNAL BACK AS DOWNWARD NOW WE GAIN, 


‘THE HELPER ENGINE BLOWS OUT A 3 CHIME PROUD REFRAIN, AS IF TO SAY "GOOD 


LUCK OLD FRIEND, YOU'RE ON YOUR OWN AGAIN." 


AND WESTWARD THROUGH THE ROCKIES NOW THROUGH RANGE, AND RIDGE, AND 
(CREST, THE CLARK FORK FLOWS BESIDE US NOW AND ALL THE RIVERS RUN WEST, 


‘THE MOUNTAIN TOWNS FLY BY US NOW, THE DEPOTS TELL THEIR NAMES, 
MISSOULA, AND WALLACE, AND ALSO COURE ’D LAINE, 


‘THE PLAINS OF EASTERN WASHINGTON AND FLATLANDS JUST AHEAD, WE'LL MAKE 
‘SPOKANE BY SUNDOWN AND MAYOE FIND A BED, 


BUT HOTELS ALL COST MONEY AND WERE FORCED TO MAKEA CHOICE, IT'S EITHER 
GRUB, OR MATTRESS, SO WE HEED OUR STOMAGHS VOICE, 


WEL SPEND THE NIGHT BY TRACKSIDE JUST OUTSIDE THE TOWN, WE'LL BUY SOME 
BEANS AND SAUSAGE, AND SOME WINE TO WASH IT DOWN, 


WE'VE HEARD THAT OTHERS LIKE US, HOBO'S IF YOU WILL, HAVE FORMED A JUNGLE 
FOR THEM JUST BELOW THE HILL, 


‘THESE NOBLE FELLOW TRAVELERS, WEARY FROM THE TRAINS, HAVE BUILT SOME 
(CARDBOARD LEAN TO'S FOR SHELTER FROM THE RAIN, 


THEY'VE ALSO BUILT A CAMPFIRE TO BOIL THEIR JUNGLE STEW, THAT'S MADE FROM 
BONES, AND HANDOUT's, AND MAYBE A SPUD OR 2. 


‘And SOMETIMES, IF THEY'RE LUCKY, A CHICKEN FINDS IT's WAY FROM A NEARBY 
FARMERS HEN HOUSE, IF ITS NOT TOO FAR AWAY, 


THE JUNGLE RULES ARE SIMPLE, IF YOU'VE COME TO SHARE THEIR STEW YOU MUST 
CONTRIBUTE SOMETHING LIKE TOBACCO, FOOD, OR BREW. 


BUT IF YOU'RE TRULY DOWN AND OUT, AND HAVE NOTHING TO SHARE YOU'RE STILL 
ENTITLED TOA CUP, WE'RE KINDRED SPIRITS THERE, 


WE SHARE A COMMONALITY OF MEN WHO RIDE THE RAILS, OUR ENTRY FEE WAS 


FULLY PAID THE DAY WE HIT THE IRON TRAILS. 


AND We, THE YOUTHFUL MAVERICKS, 2000 MILES FROM HOME, WALKED IN THAT 
NIGHT TO THE CAMPFIRES LISHT, AND LAID OUR BINDLES DOWN, 


WE PONIED UP OUR GARNERED GRUB TO GRACE THAT JUNGLE STEW, WE PASSED 
‘OUR JUG OF MUSCATEL AROUND THAT MOTLEY CREW. 


‘A DOZEN MEN, IN TATTERED CLOTHES, WELCOMED US AS FELLOW 'BO'S, AND NO 
(ONE QUESTIONED US WHERE WE'D BEEN, IT DAWNED ON US, AT LAST, WE'RE MEN. 


IN YOUTHFUL CURIOSITY I GLANCED AMONG THESE MEN, THEIR FACES ALL TOLD 
STORIES OF A DIFFERENT WHERE AND VIHEN, 


‘THE MIXTURE OF THEIR ACCENTS WAS NEW AND STRANGE TO ME, | NEVER KNEW A 
New ENGLAND BROGUE, OR A DRAWL FROM TENNESSEE. 


‘ONE GUY IS TALL AND SKINNY, AND THEY CALL HIM SPIDER JACK, THERE'S AN 
ALABAMA HALF GREED WHOSE MOTHER WAS A BLACK, 


THERE'S A KINDLY LOOKING FELLOW WHO DOESN'T DRINK OR SMOKE, HE HIT THE 
ROAD IN ‘43 WHEN HIS COMPANY WENT BROKE, 


HaRoLo'S FROM OHIO, AND HE WEARS MILITARY GREENS, THEY SAY HE SAW TOO 
MANY BEACHES WITH THE 1ST MARINES, 


‘THE WAR'S NOT FAR BEHIND HIM AND HE SEEMS TO STARE A LOT, HE HAS TROUBLE 
WITH HIS KIDNEYS, AND THEY SAY HIS NERVES ARE SHOT. 


MARCELINO IS A MEXICAN, HE'S 45 OR SO, HE'S ON HIS WAY TO RENO TO WIORK A 
Ropeo, 


‘THERE'S A BUCK TOOTHED PUNK FROM ARKANSAS WITH A FRESHLY RENDERED 
‘SCAR HE GOT ONE NIGHT IN A DRUNKEN FIGHT BEHIND A DENVER BAR. 


CURLY, AS THEY CALL HIM, IS THE OLDEST OF THE GROUP, HE'S BEEN ON THE BUM 


SINCE '31 WHEN HIS MISSUS FLEW THE CooP, 


THE NIGHT'S A CHILL BUT THE FIRE IS ARM AND THE TALK IS GOING WELL, SO WE 
POOL THE REST OF OUR HOARDED CASH AND BUY MORE MUSCATEL. 


We STOKE THE FIRE AS THE NIGHT FALLS ON, THEN A GUY ACROSS FROM JACK, 
SAYS "TELL ME SON, WHERE'RE YOU FROM, ARE YOU HEADED OUT OR BACK?’, 


“WE'RE HEADED OUT" | TELL HIM, ' WE'RE LOOKING FOR SOME FUN, WE'RE TRYING 
‘TO SEE SOME COUNTRY BEFORE THE SUMMER'S DONE." 


“WE'RE BOTH FROM MINNESOTA, WE'VE NEVER SEEN THE WEST, THE CHOICE WAS 
STAY OR GO, THE 2ND CHOICE SEEMED BEST," 

“AND THE FREIGHT TRAINS SEEMED THE WAY TO GO TO SEE THE NORTHERN ROUTE, 
WE FELT THAT WE COULD WORK A SPELL WHEN THE MONEY RUNS QUT." 


“I'VE HEARD THERE'S WORK ON THE APPLE FARMS OUT WENATCHEE WAY, GUYS 
LIKE US COULD TRAVEL FAR ON 3 OR 4 DAYS PAY," 


“WE COULD RUN THE PaciFic COAST DOWN TO Frisco BAY, AND THEN HEAD HOME 
ON THE SOUTHERN ROUTE ON THE ROCK, OR THE SANTA FE. 


“"You'VE PLANNED IT WELL", THE HOBO SAID " YOU'RE THINKING LIKE A'BO, BUT IVE 
‘SOME THOUGHTS TO SHARE WITH YOU BEFORE YOU G0," 


“THERE'S A REASON THAT WE'RE SITTING HERE AROUND THis SMOKY CAMP, BUT 
‘THAT REASONS NOT THE SAME FOR YOU, | CAN SEE THAT YOU'RE NO TRAMP." 


"YoU COME FROM STABLE HOMES AND KIN, | CAN TELL BY HOW YOU SPEAK, BUT 
WE'RE WHAT'S LEFT OF A TOUGHER TIME, AND OUR FUTURE’S FAIRLY BLEAK,” 


“WE CAN'T GO HOME LIKE YOU GUYS CAN, AND WE'RE NOT HERE FOR FUN, WE'RE 
INFECTED WITH A WANDERLUST THAT KEEPS US ON THE RUN." 


“NONE OF US ARE HERE BY CHOICE, WE'RE PRODUCTS OF OUR PAST, WE'VE LOST 


(OUR HOMES AND FANIILIES, AND OUR BREED WILL NEVER LAST," 

“BUT YOU'VE SO MJCH AHEAD OF YOU, YOUR FUTURE'S FULL AND BRIGHT, NO NEED 
FOR YOU TO SPEND YOUR LIFE IN HOBO CAMPS AT NIGHT." 

“WHAT'S THAT YOU SAY, IT'S ALL IN FUN?, WELL YOU MAY THINK SO NOW, BUT 
TRAINS ARE AN ADDICTION THEY'LL HOOK YU, GoD, AND HOW," 


“| COULD SEE IT IN YOUR EVES JUST NOW WHEN THAT YONDER WHISTLE BLEW, YOU 
FELT THE CHILL THAT COMES WITH THRILL, AND YOU THOUGHT SHE BLEW FOR 
you?" 

“WE ALL FELT THAT SAME BRIEF CHILL, WE'VE BEEN FEELING IT FOR YEARS, FOR 
THAT SIRENS CALL YOULL CHUCK IT ALL, AND BLAZE A TRAIL OF TEARS," 


“IN TIME YOULL FEEL UNCOMFORTABLE WITH ALL THAT'S GOOD IN LIFE, YOU'LL 
LEAVE WHATEVER HOME YOU HAVE, YOUR KIDS, YOUR JOB, YOUR WIFE." 


“AND WHEN YOU'VE TRULY LOST IT ALL, TO PROVE YOURE REALLY INSANE, YOU'LL 
‘TAKE THE HAND OF MARRIGE OF YOUR NEW ORIDE, YES, THE TRAIN,” 


“YOU THINK IM TALKING FOOLISHLY, WELL LET ME TELL YOU SON, A FEW MORE 
“THINGS ABOUT MY LIFE, DONT ANSWER ‘TILL I'M DONE" 


"YoU SEE BACK INTHE EARLY 90's A DEPRESSION STALKED OUR LAND, THE 
PRAYER FOR RAIN BY FARMERS CHOKED OUT BY DUST AND SAND," 


“THE FACTORIES, LIKE THE FARMS, AND OUR INDUSTRIES ALL RAN DOWN, LIKE TIRED 
BROKEN MAIN SPRINGS FROM CLOCKS TOO FAR UNWOUND.” 


“THE STEEL MILLS, AND OPEN HEARTHS LAY UNATTENDED, COLD, AND EMPTY 
FACTORIES, BREATHING THROUGH THEIR BROKEN WINDOWS,” 


“TOLD A TALE OF DESPERATION, AN ECONOMY GONE WRONG, OF FAILING BANKS, 
AND HUNGRY RANKS OF WORKERS BY THE THRONG." 


“1 POURED STEEL IN CLEVELAND, 10 YEARS ON THE FLOOR AND NORE, A WIFE, 2 
KIDS, A HOUSE | HAD, ADOG, A CAR, AND MORE," 


“ONE TUESDAY NIGHT, AT 12:00 THEY CAUGHT US AT THE DOOR, DON'T GO ON 
SHIFT, WE" RE SHUTTING DOWN, YOU DON'T WORK HERE ANYMORE.” 


“THE MONTHS THEN PASSED WITHOUT A JOB, MY SELF-ESTEEM PASSED TOO, THE 
WIFE | LOVED GREW SULLEN AS | FAILED TO PULLUS THROUGH," 


“THEN ONE DAY A FRIEND TOLD HE HEARD FROM SOME OLD BOY, THAT THERE WAS 
WORK APLENTY INTHE MINES OF ILLINOIS." 


“Wry THEY'RE PAYING STUD HAND MINERS $40.00 4 DAY, | REMEMBER THINKING 
ILUNOIs 1S NOT THAT FAR AWAY," 


“so | SOLD MY SUIT FoR $3.00 CHEAP AND SPLIT IT WITH NY WIFE, AND CAUGHT A 
‘SOUTHBOUND FREIGHT TRAIN TO PURSUE A GAINFUL LIFE.” 


"BUT WHEN | REACHED THE COAL MINE COUNTRY THE STORY WAS THE SANE, 
‘THERE WAS NO WORK, THEY WERE LAYING OFF, SO I'M BACK ABOARD THE TRAIN,” 


“AND THAT WAS BACK IN ‘34, ‘BOUT 20 YEARS BY NOW, AND I'M STILL RIDING SIDE 
DOOR CARS, AND MOOCHING FOR MY CHOW." 


“IVE NOT SEEN CLEVELAND SINCE THAT TIME, AND MY KIDS GREW UP ALONE, I'M 
‘SURE MY WIFE STUCK BY THEM AND TRIED TO MAKE A HOME,” 

“BUT | COULD NEVER FACE THEM, | FAILED AND LEFT THEM DRY, I INTENDED TO 
‘SEND THEM MONEY, AND BOY | REALLY TRIED." 


“BUT I NEVER MADE NO MONEY, OH A SAWBUCK HERE AND THERE, JUST ENOUGH 
FOR BEANS AND WINE, BUT NEVER ENOUGH TO SPARE,” 


“] GUESS THE COUNTY HELPED THEM OUT, I'LL NEVER KNOW FOR SURE, BUT 
KNOWING THAT I FAILED THEM IS MY TORTURE TO ENDURE.” 


“| COULD NEVER FACE THEM NOW, 'Y KNOW, CONSIDERING WHAT I'VE DONE, SO | 
DULL MY PAINS, AND RIDE THE TRAINS, AND FOLLOW THE WESTERN SUN,” 


“AND | KNOW AMERICA'S BETTER OFF, | SEE HER IN HER PRIME, BUT I'M T00 OLD TO 
START AGAIN, I'M A HOBO FOR ALL TIME." 


“I'M CARRYING WITH ME ALL THAT I WILL EVER OWN, I'M 15 YEARS OLDER THAN | 
LOOK, AND BOXCAR'S ARE MY HOME,” 


“AND I'M NOT BLAMING ROOSEVELT OR HOOVER AS SOME SAY, | REALLY FEEL THE 
(OPEN ROAD AND TRAINS GOT IN MY WAY." 


“AND | KNOW I'VE BEEN PREACHING AND I CAN'T LIVE YOUR LIFE, | JUST THOUGHT 
I'D TRY TO HEAD YOU OFF AND SAVE YOU ALL THAT STRIF 


“CAUSE THE THREAT IS REAL, MY YOUNG FRIEND, THAT YOU COULD SOMEDAY BE, 
‘THE GALLANT KNIGHT THAT LOST HIS FIGHT BY MARRYING THE OLO N.P." 


“BUT ON THE OTHER HAND, IF YOU INSIST IN CONTINUING ON YOUR TRIP, THERE'S 
THINGS THAT YOU SHOULD KNOW, MY BOY, TO AVOID A FATEFUL SLIP," 


“YOU'VE GOT TO LISTEN CLOSELY NOW, FOR IT'S TOO MUCH TO REPEAT, IF YOU 
FOLLOW MY SUGGESTIONS YOU'LL MAKE IT HOME COMPLETE,’ 


“THAT STAMPEDE TUNNEL WEST OF HERE IS A COUPLE MILES LONG, YOU COULD 
‘SUFFOCATE AND DIE IN THERE IF YOU RIDE THAT TUNNEL WRONG,” 


“CHOOSE A NEWER BOXCAR, CLOSER TO THE HEAD, SPIKE THE DOOR, AND BREATHE 
THROUGH CLOTH, OR YOU JUST MIGHT WIND UP DEAD." 


“THOSE COMPOUND MALLET ENGINES PRODUCE & TON OF SMOKE, IT SETTLES OUT 
‘ABOUT 12 CARS BACK, AND THAT'S WHERE YOU COULD CHOKE," 


“AND WHEN YOU REACH TACOMA KEEP YOUR POLITICS WITHIN, THE BOY'S DOWN 
‘THERE ARE COMMUNISTS, AND YOU COULD NEVER WIN.” 


“THAT'S THE HEART OF THE (WOBBLY MOVEMENT, AND THEY HATE FREE 
ENTERPRISE, THEY THINK THAT MARX AND LENIN WERE THE ONLY MEN WHO WERE 
wise,” 


"YOU TOLD ME THAT YOU'RE CATHOLIC, WELL IT'S IN YOUR FAVOR THERE, THERE'S 
A MISSION RUN BY SISTERS AND THEY'LL FEED YOU FULL AND FARE." 


*JusT BE HUMBLE, DON'T ABUSE IT, JUST TAKE THEIR FOOD AND 0, AND THOSE 
‘SISTER'S WILL BLESS YOU ‘CAUSE YOU'RE NOT A TRAMP YOU KNOW," 


“INCIDENTALLY THAT WILL WORK WHILE YOU ARE STILL A BOY, IF MEN WENT THERE 
‘THEY'D RUN US OFF LIKE THE Devit's DARK ENVOY." 


"AND NEVER RIDE THE TOPS OF CARS, THEY SWAY TOO MUCH YOU KNGW, AND IF 
YOU WERE TO FALL ASLEEP IT's OVER THE SIDE YOU'D GO, 


"AND BE CAREFUL IN THE JUNGLES WITH YOUR FRIENDSHIP WITH THESE GUYS, FOR 
SOME OF THEM ARE TWISTED, THOUGH THEY WEAR A KIND DISGUISE." 


“THEY DON'T HAVE MUCH LUCK WITH WOMEN, AND THEY NEVER SEEM TO TRY, BUT 
‘THEY SEEK THEIR FUN FROM FAT YOUNG BUNS, AND NO ONE HEARS YOU WHEN YOU 
cry,” 


“BE CAUTIOUS OF ALL BRAKEMEN, THEYRE USUALLY FOE, NOT FRIEND, AND THAT 
WOODEN CLUB THEY CARRY WILL BRING YOUTO YOUR END.” 


"AND NEVER BUM IN TEXAS, THE ENEMY THERE ABOUNDS, THE RAILROAD DICKS, 
AND THE LOCAL HICKS WILL BRING YOU TO THE GROUND," 


“anv NevER, | Sap NEVER FIDE INTO OMAHA TOWN, BAIL OFF BEFORE THE LIMITS 
AND WALK THE OUTSKIRTS ROUND.” 


“1DON'T MEAN To SCARE VOU, SON, BUT BACK IN'A9, A BURLINGTON DETECTIVE 
‘THERE KILLED 2 FRIENDS OF MINE,” 


“THERE'S A LOT MORE | COULD TELL YOU BUT THE NIGHT IS GETTING LATE, AND 


ANYWAY WE'RE OUT OF WINE SO I THINK I'LL JUST VACATE." 


“WE GOT A FRIEND ON TRENT ST, I7'S ONLY UP THE BLOCK, SHE KNOWS I COME 
AT HARVEST TIME, AND SHE LEAVES THE DOOR UNLOCKED,” 


“AGAIN SUFFER MY PREACHING, YOUR EARS ARE SURELY SORE, BUT I'VE A SON 
‘ABOUT YOUR AGE, IT FEELS GOOD TO SHARE THE LORE.” 


“AMAN SHOULD ALWAYS TEACH THE YOUNG, | NEVER TAUGHT Mi OWN, BUT 
MAYBE SOMETHING I SAID TONIGHT WILL SEE YOU SAFELY HOME,” 


I WATCHED THE MAN AS HE STOOD UP AND GATHERED UP HIS PACK, HE 
‘SPECULATED WITH HIS FRIENDS ON JUST WHEN HE'D BE BACK. 


“TLLPROBABLY HEAD FoR YAKIMA, OR MAVEE MOSES LAKE, THE WHEAT'S ABOUT 
0 BE COMING IN AND IT MIGHT BE WORTH & STAKE,” 


“KNOW A COUPLE OF FARMERS THERE, I'VE SET IN WITH BEFORE, MAYBE DRIVE 4 
TRACTOR, OR SOME OTHER EASY CHORE." 


“MIGHT NOT MAKE IT 8ACK HERE BEFORE THE SEASONS END, BUT iF I DON'T I'M 
‘SURE I'LL SEE ALL YOU GUYS AGAIN,” 


“I THINK I'LL SPEND THE WINTER DOWN ON FRISCO BAY, PROBABLY SAUCILIDO, ON 
‘THE SOUTH SIDE BY THE Quay.” 


“JAGK, YOU KNOW WHERE I'M TALKING ABOUT, WE WERE THERE LAST YEAR, WITH 
THAT GUY FROM KANSAS CITY THAT BOUGHT US ALL THAT BEER,” 


“HE WAS A STRANGE ONE WASN'T HE, CRAZY AS A LOON, CLAIMED HE HAD THE 
CANCER AND HE'D BE DYING SOON.” 


“BUT ENOUGH OF THIS, I'VE GOT TO GO, | NEED TO GET SOME REST, AND MAYBE A 
BATH, 17'S BEEN 3 WEEKS, | WISH YOU ALL THE BEST,” 


(ONE LAST TIME HE TURNED TO ME IN THE DANCING CAMPFIRE LIGHT, | SAW THERE 


FRAMED A PORTRAIT OF OUR MENTOR FOR THE NIGHT. 


‘THE RUSGED FACE WITH THICK SET JOWLS, A MISSING TOOTH OR TWO, 
PREMATURELY WHITENED HAIR, AND EVES OF WEARY BLUE, 


‘THE MAN WAS OLD BEFORE HIS TIME, HIS EYES WERE DROOPED, AND SAD, AND 
BRIEFLY, FOR A MOMENT, HE LOOKED JUST LIKE MY DAD. 


| WANTED THEN TO TELL HIM THAT I WISHED HIM WELL AND G00, BUT | DIDN'T 
KNOW HOW TO SAY IT, BUT HE MUST HAVE UNDERSTOOD, 


ASHE LOOKED AT ME DIRECTLY AND SAID " BE CAREFUL, SON, AND THANKS, THEN 


HE GRABBED HIS PACK, AND WITHOUT LOOKING BACK, SHUFFLED UP THE BANK. 
-Ep C. (Buzz) PorTeR: © BLUEWATER PUBLISHING 1993 
(Usen ey Permission) 


ORIGINALLY FELT THAT | SHOULD INCLUDE MY OWN POETRY, AS WELL AS POETRY 
FROM OTHER HOBOS, ESPECIALLY THE YOUNG HOBO'S OF TODAY, BUT AFTER 
LOOKING AT THIS BOOK, AND MY INCLUSION OF WORDS FROM “BUZZ POTTER,” THIS 
HAS GOTTEN TO BE QUITE A LONG RECORDING, AND BESIDES M GETTING WRITERS 
CRAMP. SOON I'LL HAVE TO TRANSCRIBE ALL OF THIS TO A WORD PROCESSOR AND 
PROBABLY BE GETTING CARPAL TUNNEL FROM THAT 700, SO | GUESS ILL JUST 
COLLECT MORE HOBO POETRY AND CORRELATE ANOTHER BOOK, | DO HOPE YOU 
ENJOY THIS ONE, IF NOT.....WELL, I'M NOT LIKE OTHER MAINSTREAM WRITERS, 
LIKE THE Ho80 THAT I USED To BE - 1 D0 THINGS MY WAY! (ALL APOLOGIES TO 
FRANK SINATRA FOR USING A LINE FROM ONE OF HiS SONGS!) 


It's A FACE ONLY A BLIND 
MorHeR cout Love! 
(RILP,) Grawora (Bos) 
Duptey. 


WELL THAT'S ALL THE EXTRA PICTURES | HAVE, HOPE YOU ENJOY LOOKING AT 


‘THEM, AND THINK THEY'LL SPEAK TO YOU IN A WAY THAT | NEVER COULD, SEE YA’ 
Dow THE Roap! 


‘THis BOOK Is COPYWRITTEN WORK WITH A COMPLETE MANUSCRIPT HAVING BEEN 
‘SENT TO THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS AWAITING A CATALOG NUMBER. NO PORTION 
OF THIS BOOK MAY BE REPRODUCED WITHOUT PERMISSION FROM THE AUTHOR AND. 
HoB0/TRAMP PRESS, ANY REPRODUCTION WITHOUT PERMISSION CONSTITUTES 
COPYRIGHT INFRINGEMENT AND WILL BE PROSECUTED TO THE FULLEST EXTENT OF 
THE LAW, 


© 2022 Hoso Tramp/PRess 


